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PREFACE * * * > *

rHERE
is no more fascinating chap-

ter of literature than that of the old

English ballads. Never bound to an

author or a date, coming from
" out of the every-

where" welcome as a summer breeze wher-

ever they chanced to make their way, and free
as a breeze to whoever chose to enjoy them,

they were handed down from singer to singer
'

y

changing with the fancies of many minstrels

and many generations. Far removedfrom the

completions of the literary world, they are

poetry a-making. "They are but a voice in the

wilderness , and yet they are fairly throbbing

with human life and with that flood-tide of

human filing which makes all the centuries as

one.

The btllads picture a simple people, lov-

ing the primitive virtues of endurance in the

woman aid valor in the man, of faithfulness
in the servant and generosity in his lord. If
their quitt acceptance of whatever fate has

brought has sometimes a touch of pathos, it

will at leist give us a moment's freedom from
the wearsome struggle

cc
to better one's self"



which may> perhaps^ be counted some day as

the distinguishing mark of our age.

"These people who do in Ballad Land abide

have a hearty relish for humor and a healthy

lovefor the out of doors, qualities which have

kept their descendants from many absurdities

and artificialities. "They have a robust sense

ofjustice^ though its crudeness sees no fault in

Robin Hood's taking from the rich to give to

the poor, or in rescuing a fearless and free-

handed lawbreakerfrom the clutches of the less

appreciative sheriff. "They have, too, the rev-

erence of the unthinking for rank and position.

No wrong is quite so bitter if inflicted by a
" lord of high degree.

11 No scapegrace is quite

unpardonable if he is of noble birth, especially

if he has somewhere suffered a bit of injustice.

Not noblesse oblige but noblesse s'excuse is

the law of Ballad Land.

'These are the faults of children who have

as yet no fixed line between the ideal and the

actual. Childish, too, is the imagination of the

ballad in both its simplicity and its omnipotence.

The flights of the imagination that is chastened

by science are thrilling, but there is a'iso a win-

some charm in the childlike fancy thit has no



fear of the impossible or the incompatible.

The fugitive rides his horse without food or

rest for a year and a day ; the avenger springs

over the wall of the castle ; the champion slays

fifteen men^ and after dinner is ready to meet

other fifteen^ who have surrounded him in his

retreat ; all the belongings of a king must be

rich and rare, and so in Ballad Land the royal

boat must be of gold and its masts of silver.

No one need stop to consider whether silver

and gold would be good working materials for
the imperial navy ; in that happy country

" AH
things are as they seem to all."

In this little journey into Ballad Land I

have not often kept my story rigidly within the

limits of the ballad narrativey but have rather

told the tale that seemed to me to lie in and

around and about the ballad sometimes mak-

ing the circle touch all the main points of the

inscribed story ; sometimes following the paths
that the ballad itself seemed to suggest ; and

once or twice^ taking a single line or even a

haunting name for a starting point, I have ven-

tured to ramble over Ballad Land as freely as

did the ballad-makers themselves. But at most

I have taken no more liberties than the men



of the olden time did gladly accord to any 'wan-

dering harper , even to one whose fate it was to

follow closely upon the steps of some incompa-
rable master of minstrelsy.

EVA MARCH TAPPAN.
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OLD BALLADS IN PROSE





SADDLE TO RAGS * * *

WIFE,"
said the simple old man,

"
it 's time to pay the rent. How

many pounds have we in the

house ? I must get on old Tib and hobble

along the way to see the landlord."
" There 's the forty pounds that we saved

for the last half-year's rent, and that 's under

the stone in the fireplace ; and there
J

s the

five shillings and three-pence that 's in the

pocket of my best church gown ; and there 's

nineteen shillings and five-pence and one

farthing that
J

s put up in the hole in the

chimney ; and there 's a penny that I found

in the road as I was coming home from the

fair ; and there 's twenty pounds and one

shilling and four-pence that we got for the

butter and the eggs, only they brought two-

score of the eggs back again after they had

kept them so long that they were addled ;

and there 's the money for the sheep's wool,

and that
5

s out in the corner of old Tib's

stall under a wisp of hay, lest thieves should

come upon us of a sudden. It 's all put con-

venient and near to hand, so that if the house
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was afire we could find it in the wink of a

cat's eye and take care of it. That 's not all,

for under the head of the bed in the west

room there 's a box, and in the box there 's

a wooden bucket, and in the bucket there
J

s

six pounds and eleven shillings and ten-

pence ; and under the front doorstep
"

But the simple old man looked bewildered,

and began to shake his head and rub his

eyes.
"
Wife," said he,

" could n't you get it to-

gether and heap it up and tell me if it 's all

right ? Then I '11 get on old Tib and go to

the landlord, and I '11 say,
' Here 's the forty

pounds for the last half-year, and here 's the

forty pounds for this half-year. I 'm not very

good at the learning, but my wife says it 's

all right/"
"

I do believe," rejoined the wife rather

sharply,
" that I 'd better get on old Tib and

go myself."
"

I wish you would, I wish you would,"

pleaded the simple old man meekly.
"

I 'm

always afeard I '11 lose some of the money
and be hanged for it."

"No, I'll not go either," said his wife.
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" What 's the use of having a man if he

can't do what you tell him ?
" And so the

simple old man got on old Tib and started

out of the gate.
" Now, if you meet a thief on the high-

way, remember to tell him that you 're going
to pay the landlord, and that you have four-

score pounds in your leather saddle. You're

so simple that I really believe it 's just what

you would do," she said to herself as she shut

the door with a slam. She would have been

more anxious if she had heard the old man's

humble promise,
"
Yes, wife, I '11 do just

what you tell me," as he went out of the

gate and into the road.

As he was jogging along the highway, who
should come up to him but a fine gentleman

riding on a noble black horse, with silver

mountings to his saddle and a handsome

black portmanteau with silver at the corners.
"
Good-morning," said the fine gentleman,

and the simple old man answered humbly :

u
Good-morning, and thank you kindly,

sir, for speaking so friendly like to a plain

old man like me."
" How far are you going ?

"
asked the fine
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gentleman ; and the old man smiled and

answered with a good deal of pride for so

humble an old man :

"
I 'm going to pay my rent, sir. It 's only

two miles away, sir, where my landlord lives.

I did n't pay him the last half-year, but,

indeed, sir, it was n't my fault, for he was

away/'
" And so you 're going to pay him now,

are you ?
"

"
Yes," said the simple old man,

"
I have

forty pounds for the last half-year's rent and

forty pounds for this half-year's rent. My
wife says it 's all right, and she 's good at the

counting, my wife is; and she told me that's

what I must say if any one asked me. Some
of it 's from the butter and some of it 's from

the wool, and there 's a penny that my wife

picked up in the road when she came from

the fair, but she says it is all right."
" Then it must be," declared the fine gen-

tleman,
" but there 's many a thief going

about these days, and you ought not to tell

any one about your money ; you might be

robbed."
" Oh no, my wife is far wiser than that,"
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said the simple old man,
"
for she put all the

money in my saddle, where no one would

look for it."

So the two jogged pleasantly along to-

gether, and the old man said to himself that

he had never before seen a fine gentleman
who was so gracious to him. The fine gen-
tleman asked him about his sheep and how
he cared for them, and about his old horse

Tib, and how long he had had her. The
old man was just telling about what a fine

colt she was only twenty-nine years ago,

when the road made a sharp turn down a

hill, with a brook at the bottom and trees

growing thickly all around, and the fine gen-
tleman pulled out a pistol and pointed it full

at the simple old man and said :

" Stand still and give me your money," but

the simple old man hesitated and asked :

" Please tell me, sir, are you a thief?
" and

the fine gentleman answered :

" There J

s better names for it than that, but

what do you want to know for ?
" and the

simple old man replied :

" My wife told me that if I met a thief

on the highway, I was to tell him that I was
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going to pay the rent, and that I had four-

score pounds in my saddle ; but she did not

tell me what to do if he told me to give it to

him. I '11 have to follow my own wit, and

indeed, I have n't much ; so 1 11 just fling

the saddle over the hedge and be rid of it."

The thief threw back his head and laughed.
" Your wife will never find any fault with

you if you mind her like that ; and yet you
never know what a woman will like," he

added meditatively, for he was a philosopher
as well as a thief.

" Now see how well you
can mind me," he said.

" Stand here and

hold my horse while I go over the hedge,
and take good care of my portmanteau."

It was not easy to climb through the hedge,
for it was all thorns and briers, but the very
moment that the thief was through it, the

simple old man put his foot in the stirrup of

the thief's noble horse and rode away like the

wind chasing a hat.

" Hold on !

"
shouted the thief.

"
Yes, sir, I am a-holding on," he cried,

" and I 'm a-taking care of the portmanteau,

sir, just as you told me to. I 'm a-minding,
sir."



' HOLD ON !

" SHOUTED THE THIEF
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"
Stay," called the thief,

" and I '11 give you
half of all I've got."

" My wife did n't tell me to," said the sim-

ple old man,
" and I don't think she 'd like

it if I did. She told me to go to the land-

lord and pay the rent."

There was nothing for the thief to do but

to sit down on the ground and cut open the

old man's saddle. The leather was hard, and

his sword was rusty, for he was more accus-

tomed to frightening people with it than to

cutting their heads off, and it was full three

hours by the sun that he worked to get the

saddle open ; and after all, there was nothing
in it but rags, for when the simple old man
had once made his way out of his wife's sight,

he had taken the money out of the saddle

and put it into his bosom, for he said to

himself:
" A man ought to be at the head of his

own house, and I 'm going to do what I like

with it. I 'm not one bit afraid."

The old man had never sat on so noble a

horse before, and had never had such a gallop
in all his life as he had that morning. When
he came to his landlord's house, he opened
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the portmanteau, and the landlord stared in

surprise, for there was five hundred pounds
in silver and five hundred pounds in good

yellow gold.
" And where did you get the silver money,

and where did you get the gold?" asked

the landlord; and the simple old man an-

swered :

"
I met a man by the way, and he and I

swapped horses, and he gave me the silver

money and the gold money to boot."

"
I don't believe that you ought to go

about by yourself with all that money," said

the landlord; and the simple old man an-

swered :

"
I don't think any one would hurt such

a simple old man as I am; and besides, I

always do what my wife tells me to, for she

has learning and she can count. Maybe the

fine gentleman that I met did n't mind his

wife."

The simple old man did not go home by
the highway, but by a narrow lane ; and far

down the road he spied old Tib feeding un-

der a tree, for the fine gentleman had found

that he could get on faster without her. So
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the simple old man and Tib and the fine

gentleman's horse and the fine gentleman's

portmanteau with the gold and the silver all

went home together ; and when his wife saw

it, she danced for joy, and she said :

"Now, old man, see what you get by

minding your wife !

"



WILLIE WALLACE * * >
" Jt

J

s wedded I Ml be to Jock in the morn,

The dearest lad in the town ;

And I 've twenty pennies in my pocket

To buy me a braw new gown."

SO
sang the pretty little maid as she

kneeled beside the River Tay and

washed her lily-white hands in the

water. Softly over the stepping-stones came

a warrior bold, but the pretty little maid saw

him not, for she was playing with the rip-

ples and singing softly over and over:

" And I 've twenty pennies in my pocket

To buy me a braw new gown."

The warrior bold was tired and hungry,
but he smiled as he stood for a moment be-

side the pretty little maid and listened to her

merry song :

" To buy me a braw new gown,
To buy me a braw new gown."

Then he said :

" My pretty little maid, do you come from

Perth town ?
"

Then the little maid rose up from the

river-side with the shining drops falling from
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her lily-white fingers, and she made a low

courtesy, as she had been taught to do, and

answered :

"
Truly, sir, I live at Perthside."

" And can you tell me what 's the news of

the town to-day, little maid ?
"

" There 's no news at all," said the pretty

little maid,
" save that in the hostelry there

are fifteen great English lords, and they are

all waiting to see Willie Wallace, and they

say they '11 hang him high as the crow flies."

" Are you sure that 's a true tale, little

maid?"
" As sure as that the river flows," said the

little maid,
"
for it 's my own Jock that keeps

the inn, and he says that Willie Wallace will

have to come up to the town for a bite and

a sup before many days."
" Wallace is a traitor and an outlaw, is he

not, little maid ?
"

" So Jock says."
" And do you say so too, little maid ?

"

"No, sir," said the little maid. "My
mother is a Scotch woman, and it 's a happy
maiden I

Jd be if I could once have a look

at our own Willie Wallace. It's hungry
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and cold and weary that he must be far up in

the Highlands."
"
It 's hungry and weary that I am, too,

little maid; and if I had but a penny so they
would let me in at the hostelry, I would go
and beg of the fifteen fine gentlemen who are

waiting for Wallace."
"

I 've twenty pennies in my pocket, sir,

and you shall have them all to pay for a bed

and a meal at the inn."

So the warrior bold took the twenty pen-
nies and went off toward the inn where the

fifteen great English lords were waiting to

see William Wallace. On the way he met

a sturdy beggar man with a knotted stick in

his hand, and over his shoulders was a cloak

that had been patched until it was heavier

than three coats of mail.
" And what 's the news in the town ?

"

asked the warrior bold.
" There 's no news at all save that fifteen

great English lords are at the inn, and they 're

all a-waiting till Willie Wallace comes down
from the Highlands, for they have sworn

that they 11 hang him higher than the crow

flies."
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" Will you lend me your knotted stick,

good friend, and will you lend me your well-

patched cloak ?
"

asked the warrior bold.

"
Keep to your own clothes," growled the

sturdy beggar man,
" and don't be trying to

rob me."
" You 're no Englishman/' said the warrior

bold.
" And what is that to you ?

"
snarled the

sturdy beggar man.
"
Only this," said the warrior bold,

"
that

I would whisper a word in your ear." So he

whispered a word in the beggar's ear, and the

beggar fell on his knees.
"

It 's proud I '11 be, sir, that you will wear

my cloak. I would it were velvet and er-

mine. And will you have my hose and my
waistcoat, sir, and my shirt, and I '11 wait in

the bush till you come back ?
" So the war-

rior bold took the beggar's knotted stick and

his long, well-mended cloak, and, all bent

and bowed, he hobbled to the open door of

the inn. There sat the fifteen English lords

with their captain, and the beggar man asked

of him :

" Kind sir, will you give me an alms for
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the sake of charity ?
" But the captain only

laughed him to scorn, and said :

" Where did you come from, you bent and

crooked carl ? Where were you born ?
"

"
I was born in fair Scotland," answered

the beggar man. " And it 's hungry and

weary that I am. Will you not give an

alms to a poor old man ?
"

"Never a penny to a Scotchman," said

the captain,
" but I 'd give you fifty pounds

of good white money if you
Jd show me a

glimpse of the traitor that we 're waiting to

catch, for there 's nothing fit to eat or to drink

in this old town/'
" And who might that traitor be ?

" asked

the beggar man meekly.
"
Mayhap I could

give you a sight of him."
" He 's the traitor to good King Edward !

"

said the captain,
" and they call him William

Wallace."
"

I know him as well as I know myself,"

said the beggar man, "and I know where

he is as well as I know where I am myself;
and I could give you a sight of him as well

as I could give you a sight of my own face.

Tell down your money, and if it is good,
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mayhap I could bring him to you before the

sun is behind the tower."

So the captain brought out a bag of silver

and told him down upon the table fifty good

pounds of white money.
" You Jve kept your bargain well," said

the beggar man,
" and 1 11 not lack my part.

Look well at my face, for you '11 never see it

again. I 'm William Wallace myself." And
then he threw off the well-mended cloak and

straightened himself up and laid about him

with the knotted stick until every man in the

house was slain except Jock the innkeeper.
"
Jock, my man," he called,

" see that you
cover the table well, for it 's three long days
that I 've had nor bite nor sup."

When the warrior bold had eaten his fill,

he said :

"
Jock, as you are a true man, will you

stand by the English king or will you stand

by me ?
"

" One might as well be a fool if he can't

change his mind," said Jock; "and I'd stand

by any man that would kill those fifteen

lords, for they Ve all found fault with their

victuals and their drink."
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The warrior smiled.
" Have you no better reason than that ?

"

he asked.
"
Well, yes, there is another reason," said

Jock,
"
for there 's a little maid that lives by

the river-side, and she 's a'most brought me
about to her own way of thinking; but in-

deed, don't you tell her, sir, for it is n't good
that a woman should know that she can turn

a man from his way. We 're to be married

in the morn, sir, and a man must be at the

head of his own house."

"Will you take a bundle for me?" said

the warrior bold. " Will you carry the knot-

ted stick and the well-mended cloak and the

purse of silver to the beggar man beside the

bush ? and then will you go further, and when

you come to the pretty little maid that dwells

by the river-side, will you give her this twenty

pounds and tell her that Willie Wallace

sends it to her to buy her a wedding gown ?
"



CATSKIN *******

THE
squire's wife had a little baby

daughter, whose skin was like milk

and whose lips were like roses, but

the squire looked at her and turned away
and said :

* fc

I did n't want a girl. I wanted a boy."

By and by the squire's wife had another

little daughter, whose skin was like snow and

whose lips were like rubies, but the squire
looked at her and turned away and said :

"
I did n't want a girl. I wanted a boy."

The squire's wife said :

" But you '11 be good to your own little

daughter, won't you ?
" and then the squire

was angry, and he said :

"
Yes, I '11 be good to her, but it will be a

long way off, for I won't have her in my
sight. Send her to a nurse."

So the squire's wife kissed her little baby

daughter, and cried over her, and sent her to

a dear old friend who lived in the country.
Now the squire gave the little girl fine

clothes, so that she wore a silk dress and a

gold locket every day, and he sent her teach-
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ers to teach her all that there was to be known
under the sun ; but he never went to see her,

and he had never in all her life called her by
her name. When she was grown up, she

said to herself:

" My father does n't love me, and he never

comes to see me, and I mean to go out into

the world to take care of myself." She knew

that she must not wear her jewels and her rich

clothes, for fear of thieves, and as it was cold

weather, she needed a warm dress. She could

not pay much for it, and the cheapest one that

she could get was made of catskin; so she

started out into the world to seek her fortune

wearing a catskin gown, and with her jewels

and her fine robes tied up into a bundle.

All day long she walked, and at evening
she came to a town. She was very tired, for

the journey had been wearisome, and she

sat down on a doorstep to rest. It proved to

be the house of a knight, and the knight's

wife came to the door and said :

" What do you want, my poor girl ?
"

The girl was so tired that she could not

think of anything that she wanted but rest,

and she said :
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" Will you let me sleep in your stable ?
"

"
Willingly," said the lady,

" but first come
into the kitchen to warm you at the fire and

to eat some supper."

While she sat in the kitchen, everybody
in the house came in and gazed at her, for

her skin was white as snow and her lips red

as rubies. After she had eaten, she had a

good night's rest on the straw in the stable,

although she had never before slept on any-

thing but a soft feather bed.

In the morning she hid her rich robes and

her jewels in the straw, and went into the

kitchen again, and the cook said :

" My lady told me that I might keep you
as a scullion if I would. Will you stay

6

^"
"
Gratefully," answered the young girl.

" What is your name ?
"
asked the cook.

" My father never called me by any," re-

plied the girl.
" Then we '11 call you

'

Catskin,'
"

said the

cook.

Now the friend of the wife of the squire

had taught the girl to sew and to cook and

to do everything that there was to be done

about a house, and she was soon a great fa-
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vorite not only with the cook, but with the

knight and the lady; and all would have

gone well if it had not been that the knight
had a son.

One evening this son went a mile away
from the town to a ball. Catskin forgot that

she was now only a scullion, and she said to

the lady :

"
I

Jd like to go to the ball too. Won't

you let me follow on after your son V "

The lady was so angry that she said not

one word, but she struck the girl with a ladle

and broke it in two.

Catskin said not one word, but she slipped

out to the darkest corner of the stable, untied

her bundle, put on a handsome blue silk dress

and a string of pearls around her neck, and

went to the ball.

When the dancing was over, the knight's

son came to her and said :

"Fair lady, will you tell me where you
live?

" and she looked down on the floor and

answered :

"
I live at the sign of the Broken Ladle."

And while the knight's son was saying over

and over to himself,
" 4 The Broken Ladle,'
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who ever heard of a place like that ?
"

the

fair lady slipped out and ran so fast that

when the knight's son reached home, there

was Catskin in the kitchen, paring potatoes
for breakfast.

The ball was to be held for three nights,

and the next night Catskin went to the lady

again and said :

"
I 'd like to go to the ball too. Won't

you let me follow after your son?"

The lady was so angry that she said not

one word, but she struck the girl with a skim-

mer and broke it in two.

Catskin said not one word, but she slipped

out to the darkest corner of the stable, untied

her bundle, put on a handsome pink silk dress

with a string of opals around her neck, and

went to the ball. She danced even more

gracefully than she had done the first night ;

and when the dancing was over, the knight's

son came to her and said :

" Fair lady, will you tell me where you
live ?

"
and she looked down on the floor

and answered :

"
I live at the sign of the Broken Skim-

mer." And while the knight's son was say-
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ing over and over to himself,
" fc The Broken

Skimmer,
5 who ever heard of a place like

that ?
"

the fair lady had slipped out, and she

ran so fast that when the knight's son came

home, there was Catskin in the kitchen, boil-

ing the teakettle for breakfast. The poor

young man was sadly puzzled.
"

It was our Catskin," said he,
" and it

wasn't; but for all that, I 'd swear to it that

it was, if she had n't worn such rich clothes

instead of the skins of cats."

The third night Catskin asked again to go
to the ball, and the knight's lady was so angry
that she threw a basin of water over her.

Catskin ran out to the barn again, and this

time she put on a pale green silk and a ruby
necklace. Again the knight's son asked

where she lived, and now she answered :

"
I live at the sign of the Basin of Wa-

ter," and again she slipped out to run home ;

but this time the knight's son ran as fast

as she, only he kept in the shadow of the

hedge, so she should not see him, and he

caught up with her just as she was going into

the stable.

"
I 've found you now," he said,

" and
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you 're our own Catskin. You are the sweet-

est creature I ever saw, and you dance bet-

ter than any one I ever danced with before.

Will you marry me ?
"

" That could never be," said Catskin,
"
for

I have no marriage portion."
" Your beauty is portion enough," said the

knight's son; but Catskin shook her head

and said :

" Your mother would not think so. She

would never consent."
" Will you marry me if she does consent?

"

asked the knight's son eagerly. Catskin did

not answer, but somehow the knight's son

seemed to be satisfied, for he said :

"
I have a trick. I know just what I will

do." And while he was saying it Catskin

slipped away. The next day the knight's

son sent word to his mother :

"
I 'm very sick, and I must have some

one to take care of me." His mother said :

" There 's an old nurse that lives under the

hill, and she shall come to take care of you ;

"

but the knight's son shook his head. Then

his mother said :

" There 's an old nurse that lives far out
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on the plain, and she shall come to take care

of you." But the knight's son said :

"
No, I want Catskin to come to take care

of me." Then his mother answered :

" Catskin cannot come to take care of

you ; she has her work in the kitchen to do."

But the knight's son said :

" Then I shall die, and you will be sorry

that you did not give me Catskin for my
nurse." This is the way that Catskin came

to take care of the knight's son.

Now when the knight's wife came to see

her sick son, there sat Catskin in a white

silk dress with diamonds around her neck.
"Who is this fine lady ?

"
asked the mo-

ther. And the knight's son said :

"
It is Catskin. She is all dressed for our

wedding, and if I don't have her, I shall die."

"
Well, I never !

"
said the knight's wife,

and she ran downstairs to call her husband.

He gave one look, and said :

"
I never saw so handsome a lady in all

the days of my life." The knight's wife did

not look very much pleased at this ; but the

knight went on to ask Catskin who she was

and whence she came, and why she had wan-
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dered away from her home. Then he gave
her a very big, fatherly kiss, and he said :

"
I 11 kiss you now because you 're going

to be my daughter to-morrow."

And sure enough, the very next day the

knight's son was well again, and there was the

greatest wedding that there ever was in all that

part of the country, for no one had ever seen

so many carriages or so many richly dressed

guests, and all the bells in town rang of their

own accord because they were so glad.

Now Catskin's mother and sister, whom she

had never seen, were dead, and the old squire

was left very lonely. He thought and he

thought, and at last he reasoned :

" She '11 never forgive me if I tell her that

I am her father; but I want to see her so

much that I will even dress myself as a beg-

gar and go to her house to get a glimpse of

her." So he put on ragged clothes and took

a staff in his hand, and knocked at the door

of Catskin's house, and he said :

" Noble lady, I 'm forced to ask for char-

ity, for I 'm a poor man."
44 What is your name ?

"
she asked ; and

he was so overcome with the joy of seeing her
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that he forgot all about the name that he had

made up and gave her his own real name.

Catskin could n't help laughing just for a mo-

ment, but then she fell on her knees, all dressed

in silks and diamonds as she was, and cried :

"
I 'm your own daughter ! Come in and

you shall have the very best that there is in

the house, and if you will, you shall stay with

me as long as you live." Then the squire

tossed off his old rags, and stood up before

her in his own fine clothes, with a gold chain

around his neck and a ring on his finger, and

he said :

"
I have gold and silver enough, and if

you '11 only forgive me, I '11 grant you ten

thousand pounds for a wedding portion ; and

now I want to see your husband." When the

knight's son came in, the squire was so pleased
with him that he turned to his daughter, and

whispered :

" Now I 'm glad that you were a
girl, for

a boy would never have brought me so fine

a new son as this." He went home to sell

his land, and then he came back to his daugh-
ter and the knight's son, and they all lived

together in happiness forever after.
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THE LADY'S THREE
SONS ttttttttt

UP
and down the forest ranged bold

Robin Hood, and at last he came to

the darkest part of it all. There was

a great pool of brown water, and the ground
about it quaked and trembled if one walked

too near the edge. There were lonely hem-

lock-trees with many a withered branch, and

from the hemlocks hung down a long, pale
moss that moved in the twilight breeze like

slender hands always clutching at something
that they could not reach. All by itself on

the edge of the brown pool was a gray rock,

and on the rock was a fair woman weeping.
She was dressed in black, and her golden hair

floated over her sable garments and looked

as if a bit of sunshine had dropped down
into the gloomy place. A loon flew near

and gave an eerie call to its mate. The other

loon came. It circled around with an un-

earthly cry, and then they settled on a tuft

of dead rushes near the further shore, and
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looked at the woman on the rock. Robin

stood under a tree, and he, too, looked at the

woman on the rock.
" Fair lady, why do you weep ?

"
said he.

" Has any one done you a wrong ? Have

you been robbed of gold or fee ?
"

" Never would I weep for gold or for fee,"

said the lady on the rock.
"

I weep for my
own three sons, for they are all to die on the

gallows-tree to-morrow morning."
" And what have they done?

"
asked Robin.

" Have they robbed a church, or slain a par-

ish priest, or stolen a maiden away from her

home against her will ?
"

"
No, no," said the lady on the rock,

" no

church have they robbed, no parish priest

have they slain, and no maiden have they
taken from her home against her will."

" Then what have they done ?
"

cried

Robin Hood, " that they should all die on

the gallows-tree ?
"

"
Oh, oh," sobbed the lady on the rock

more bitterly than ever,
"
they 've done worse

than that, for they've shot the King's own
fallow deer, and it is for this that they are to

die on the gallows-tree."
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" This is no business for a woman,
5 '

said

Robin cheerfully.
" Go you to your own

house and look well out of the upper win-

dow, and it may be that something will come

to pass to-morrow in the morning."
So the lady made her way to her own

house, and Robin strolled along singing :

" And I Ml go to Nottingham,

For the lady fair

With the golden hair ;

To her sons all three

A hangman I '11 be,

And I '11 go to Nottingham."

In the morning Robin set out for Notting-

ham, and on the road he met a ragged old man
in a cloak that was patched with black and

blue and yellow and red ; and where it was

not patched, the wind sang merrily through
the holes.

"
Hey day, old man," called Robin,

" how

goes it in Nottingham V
" The old man bent

almost to the ground to do honor to the fine

gentleman in the handsome coat of green,

with the feather in his hat, and answered :

"
Sadly, kind sir, sadly. There be three

sons of a poor widow who are to hang on
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the gallows-tree this day for shooting the

King's fallow deer, and there is no one in

Nottingham who does not weep and wail for

the death of them."

< < And I '11 go to Nottingham,

And I '11 go to Nottingham,''

hummed Robin. Then he said to the rag-

ged old man :

" That 's a fine cloak you have, and when

the sun shines on it, it looks as bright as the

flowers in a meadow. Will you exchange
with me ?

"

"
I thought you were a kindly gentleman,"

said the old man,
" and that you would not

laugh a poor old beggar to scorn. It 's no

good luck you '11 win to-day, sir."

" Let the ring of the silver speak for me,"

said Robin, laughing, and he tossed the old

man forty silver shillings.
" That 's to bind the bargain," declared

Robin. " And here 's the pay for the cloak

and all the rest of your clothes," and he gave
him a silken purse with twenty pieces of

broad red gold.

So while Robin whistled and sang, and
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the old man's fingers trembled with delight

at getting so fine a cloak and so many pieces

of gold, the beggar put on the handsome

green clothes, and Robin donned the beggar's

cloak that the wind whistled through except
where it was patched, and the old man's hose

that were mended with bits of cloth from

knee to ankle, and the old man's shoes that

had pieces of leather of all colors sewed on

wherever there had been a hole, and slung
the old man's begging-bag over his shoul-

der.

"Now stand up on this stone," said Robin,

and he whirled him round and round. " In-

deed, you make a lively old man. Let
J

s see

how fast you can run ; and don't you be seen

in Nottingham town before the clock on the

tower strikes four."

The old man ran as fast as ever he could

run, and with the greatest good will, for he

was sure that the crazy fellow who had given
him a good green cloak for his ragged one

would repent of his bargain and call for his

own again.

Robin strode along the highway sing-

ing:
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" And I '11 go to Nottingham,

To Nottingham, to Nottingham,"

but suddenly he stopped and began to lean

on his stick and to creep slowly on his way.
" In faith," said he,

" unless I have the eyes

of the old man as well as his cloak, that 's the

proud Sheriff of Nottingham coming along
the road." So Robin bowed himself humbly
before the Sheriff, and said :

" Could you not do a favor to an old beg-

gar man this fine morning?
" But the Sheriff

answered :

" Get out of the road, old man. I 'm going
to find a hangman for three rogues that are

to die this day on the gallows-tree for killing

the King's fallow deer."

" And what '11 you give to him that '11 be

your hangman ?
"
asked the old beggar man.

" The three good suits of clothes that the

rogues wear, and thirteen silver pence be-

sides," answered the Sheriff.

"
I 'm the one that needs a suit of good

clothes," said the old man,
"
as you well may

see, and if you will give them to me, I
J

ll

hang everybody that 's to be hanged in Not-

tingham to-day." Then the old man and the
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Sheriff went up the hill to the gallows-tree,

and the three young men were brought out

to be hanged, and the lady who had wept on

the rock by the lonely pool was looking out

of the upper window and sobbing bitterly.
" Have you sent for the priest to come and

shrive them, and have you rung the passing
bell for the good of their souls ?" asked

Robin. And the proud Sheriff answered:
" Never a priest shall come to shrive them

by my sending for him, and never a sound

of a passing bell shall they get from me."
" Then I must even ring the bell myself/'

said Robin, "but I'll have three blasts on

my good bugle-horn instead;
"
and before the

Sheriff could turn about three times, Robin
had blown on his bugle-horn, and more than

five-score of his good brave men had come

marching up the hill.

" T were a shame to waste so fine a

gallows-tree," declared Robin thoughtfully.
" We might just hang the worst man in the

company so as to get the good of it." He
looked straight at the Sheriff, and the Sheriff

was badly frightened; but Robin laughed
and let him go, and sent the three young
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men home to their mother, who was weep-

ing tears of joy out of the window.
"
Farewell," cried Robin,

"
I never stay

out of doors when it rains ;

" and so Robin

and his five-score men marched away singing

merrily :

" Robin went to Nottingham,

To Nottingham, to Nottingham ;

Robin went to Nottingham

One merry day in the morning/'
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IT
was a merry time in the house of the

Abbot of Canterbury. Forty guests sat

at his table, and forty serving-men there

were, every one of them in velvet coat, and

heavy gold chain that swung before him, and

would have been sadly in his way as he hur-

ried from kitchen to hall, if it had not been

made of gold. The finest of linen covered

the gilded table, and on it were silver plates

and golden goblets, and in every goblet was

set a precious stone that flashed and blazed

in the light of the wax candles. When the

guests tried to count it, sometimes they

thought it was two, and sometimes they

thought it was three, and sometimes they
could not count it at all. Once the candles

had been tall and stately, but now they were

almost ready to sputter in their sockets ; but

still the Abbot shouted :

"
Fill up the tankards ! Bring on the wine !

You knave, you brought the wine from the

north side of the cellar."



36 KING JOHN
"
Yes, master ; I mean, no, master," stam-

mered the servant, looking for something to

put between him and the Abbot. The guests

laughed tipsily, and then laughed again, as

the silver dish that the Abbot threw at the

man failed to touch him. Just then the

trampling of the feet of many horses was

heard. A horn was blown, and a shout

came :

"In the name of King John, open the

door!"
" To the messenger of the King, I will even

open the door myself," said the Abbot, as he

rather clumsily undid the fastening.

There was a long array of men on horse-

back. The foremost dismounted, doffed his

plumed hat, bowed low before the Abbot,

and said :

"
Sir Abbot, the King bids you come to

him and spare no speed." Then he sprang

upon his horse, blew his horn again, and in a

moment the whole company was gone.

Straightway the Abbot made himself ready
to go to the King. He donned his finest

clothes, all of silk and satin and cloth of gold ;

he put rings on his fingers, and he wore a
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heavy gold chain with a red stone in every
link.

" When the King would show honor to a

man," said he,
" even a simple abbot should

try humbly to wear his best."

The guests all shouted their approval and

tried to find room on his fingers for more

rings, and one bent down to the ground and

began to polish with the corner of his mantle

one of the Abbot's shining spurs. There was

fear of robbers in the great forest, so over all

this gorgeousness the Abbot slipped the plain

black cloak of a monk, and started merrily

on his way.
He came to the palace, and there on the

dais at the end of the hall sat the King. He
was on a golden throne, and a purple canopy
was over him, and on his head was a golden
crown. The hall was full of his liegemen,
but when the Abbot appeared, they all parted

to the right and to the left, and there was a

wide passageway from the door to the King's
throne.

The Abbot dropped off his monkish cloak,

and walked with calm dignity up the long
aisle. His silks and satins shone, and his
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jewels sparkled. He made his humble salu-

tation to the King, and stood waiting to hear

what new honor was to be conferred upon
him. The King did not grant even a nod in

return for his obeisance, but said abruptly:
"So you keep one hundred men in gold

chains and velvet, do you ?
"

The Abbot could hardly answer, but man-

aged to stammer :

"
No, your Majesty, I have only a score,

and mayhap a trifle of one or two more on

the feast-days of the church."
"
They 're all feast-days with you," mut-

tered the King.
" You keep a better house

than I do, and you have more men about

you, and you must be a traitor ; and a traitor

ought to be beheaded, as you shall be within

three hours."

Then the Abbot pleaded for his life ; he

said that the money that he spent was all his

own, but still the King shook his head. The
Abbot might have offered to give his money
to the King, and then it would all have been

right, but he was too dazed even to think of

such a thing.

Just then the Court Fool began to jingle
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his bells, and sang so softly that only the

King could hear him :

" Hey ho, hey ho,

There was once a king

Would have let him go."

" Ton shall go !

"
thundered the King,

" and

you shall be beheaded, too, and then I sup-

pose all the people will say that Richard

would not have done so. A plague on them !

"

he muttered ; and he turned to the Abbot, who
knelt trembling, all the gleam gone from his

satin and the glitter from his jewels.

"There never was a king so pestered as I,

and so merciful. Now do you stand up there

and answer me three questions. First, tell

me to a penny how much I am worth ; then

tell me how long it would take me to ride

around the world ; and, third, tell me what I

am thinking about ; and I am so kind-hearted

that I '11 forgive you all your crimes and let

you go."
" Your Majesty's questions are so hard, and

my wit is so shallow," pleaded the poor Ab-

bot.
" Give me three weeks, I pray you, and

it may be that I can answer you."
" Never was king so merciful as I," said the
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sovereign,
"
They ought to call me c Good

King John,' for I do whatever any one asks

me ; and I won't cut off your head or even

take your lands and your rent for three long
weeks. I won't then, I declare I won't, if

you answer my questions."

The Abbot bowed humbly and mounted

his horse, and went in search of a wise man
to save his head and his lands. He went to

the learned doctors ofCambridge and Oxford.

They looked very, very sage, and they wrin-

kled their foreheads, and they said there ought
to be a way out of it, and that when the right

stars were in the ascendant, they were almost

sure that it might be found.
" And when will that be ?

"
cried the Ab-

bot.

Then they drew some mysterious circles

and signs, and answered :

" The stars will be favorable in just three

weeks and three days and three hours."
" Then I shall be dead," moaned the Abbot.
" But your question will be answered," said

the learned doctors,
" and what more do you

want ? Is n't that what you came here for ?
"

The Abbot made no reply, and rode sor-
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rowfully away. His foot hung out of his

stirrup, and his hands hung down, and his

head hung down, for if the learned doctors

could not help him, no one could ; and if his

head was to be cut off so soon, what was the

use of holding it up V-

Now, the Abbot's servants were at home,

making ready for a great feast to celebrate

the Abbot's visit to the King, all but one,

a shepherd, who was driving the sheep of his

master into the fold, as the Abbot came along
the road in the twilight.

"Welcome, welcome, Sir Abbot," he

called. "What is the news from King
John ?

" and the poor Abbot was so helpless

and so sad that he slipped down from his

horse, and sat there on a stone and told the

shepherd all about it. The sheep bleated to

go into the fold, but still the Abbot talked.

" And I 've not quite three days," he said,
"
for I Ve wasted two weeks and four days

and five hours in going to the wise men at

the universities a plague on them with

their circles and their stars and their ascend-

ants ! I wish it was their heads, every one

of them!"



42 KING JOHN

But the shepherd only laughed and said :

" Doctors don't know everything. Some-

times a wise man is a fool, and sometimes a

fool is a wise man. These are the Abbot's

sheep, and I dare not leave them, for if he

does not lose his head, I 'm afraid he might
make me lose mine ; but if you will put on

my shepherd's frock, and watch the sheep,

I
}

11 put on your satin and your gold, and take

your horse and gallop up to London town to

see the King and answer his questions."
" He '11 know it is n't I," said the Abbot

hopelessly.
" Never will he," replied the shepherd

cheerily, "for every one says we look just

alike to a hair."

Even the despondent Abbot winced a lit-

tle at this, but he meekly took off his satin and

his rings and his chains, and put on the shep-
herd's frock and took the shepherd's crook.

So the shepherd donned all the gorgeous
attire and galloped up to London town to

see the King.
" Welcome, Sir Abbot," said the King.

"It is well that you are here on the day.

Many a king would be hard on you, but I
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give you nothing to do but to answer three

little simple questions. Now tell me first

how much I am worth."
" That is easy," said the shepherd.

" You
are worth more than any other man in the

world. Our Saviour Christ was sold for thirty

pieces of silver, and you cannot be worth

more than twenty-nine." The King smiled.

"
I thought I was worth more," said he,

" but let that pass ;

" and the Court Fool sang

softly :

*' The king is worth but a bit of brass,

Heigh ho and a heigh ho
;

He says that he will let it pass,

Heigh ho, sing heigh ho."

The King was in a good-natured mood,
so he only laughed, and of course all the

courtiers laughed too ; and he asked :

" Now tell me how long it will take me to

ride round the world."
" That is easier," replied the shepherd.

"There is the carriage at the window.

You 've only to rise with the sun and ride

with him, and in twenty-four hours you will

have been round the world."
"
Any fool could tell that," grumbled
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the King, a little piqued ; and the jester

hummed :

"
Any fool could tell him so,

Tell him so, tell him so ;

But he 's a fool that wants to know,

Tell him so, tell him so."

The King frowned at the shepherd and

said :

" Since you are so wise, this ought to be

easy too. Tell me what I 'm thinking."
" And that is the easiest of all," answered

the shepherd, "for I can tell it right out ofmy
own head without any numbers at all. Your

Majesty is thinking that I 'm the Abbot of

Canterbury," and then he dropped on one

knee before the King and said,
" but I 'm

only his poor shepherd, and 1
5

ve come to

beg your mercy for us both;" and at this the

poor shepherd fell on both knees and did

not smile any more, for after all it is perilous

business to jest with a king, and he was not

sure that two heads would not go off instead

of one. But the King threw back his own
head and laughed loud and long.

"
By the mass," he shouted,

"
I '11 make

you an abbot instead of that dunce !

"
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But the shepherd shook his head :

"
Alas, my King, an abbot must be

learned; he must read and write, and I can

do neither."

" Then I '11 give you four nobles a week,"

said the King,
" and if you should chance to

see that Abbot, tell him that good King John

sends him a pardon."
" That will I do, most gracious King," re-

sponded the shepherd, and he backed out of

the royal presence as well as he could, for he

was not used to wearing spurs, and although

they were made of gold, they caught in every-

thing in his way.
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WHAT
is that bird-song that I hear

far away in the forest
4

?
"
said Lady

Margaret to her bower-maiden;
and the bower-maiden answered :

44 Never did I hear such a bird-note before.

O my lady, do not go to the forest," she

pleaded, for Lady Margaret half rose from

her seat, and the pearls that she was sewing
to her silken mantle fell to the floor and

rolled about the room. One of them rolled

out of the open door, and it did not stop,

but rolled on and on, and ever it went toward

the forest.

44Do you see the pearl ?
"
asked Lady Mar-

garet.
"

It is rolling toward Elmond Wood.

Look, it is waiting for me. Now it goes on.

We will go, the pearl and I, and we will listen

to all the birds that sing on all the trees, and

by and by we shall surely find the bird that

sings the wonderful new song."
44

Oh, do not go, my lady," said the bower-

maiden. 44 The wise woman in the little

house by the hazel said there was no good
to be got by following strange guides."
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" Call you my own pearl a strange guide,

you foolish maiden ?
"

queried Lady Mar-

garet, with a smile.
"

I do not know," answered the bower-

maiden meekly,
" but the wise woman once

said that sometimes one's own were strange
to one. The bird is not one of our own

birds, my lady; it is not the mavis nor the

laverock, and I am afraid. Do not go."
"
Silly little maiden," laughed Lady Mar-

garet. "I am going to Elmond Wood
no, you shall not go with me, because you
were afraid of my pretty bird-song; but I

will come again before the sun is behind the

hill where the pine-trees stand, and I will

bring you a handful of brown nuts, and I

will tell you where my pretty bird lives, fool-

ish child as you are." And Lady Margaret

dropped her needle and her silken mantle,

and kissed lightly the little bower-maiden;
and then she sped away out of the open door,

and followed the pearl down the winding

path, along the lane, over the stepping-stones

in the brook, up the little hill, and into El-

mond Wood.
The shade was green, and there was long,

4
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pale moss on the trees, and here and there

the sun glinted down between the branches,

and the brown water of the little pools in the

forest was touched with gold. The pathway
was all of bright green moss, and she wan-

dered along happily, sometimes singing little

snatches of old songs, and sometimes she

stood with her lily-white hand behind her

rosy ear, listening for the song of the won-

derful bird-note; and whenever she heard it,

it seemed to come from still farther away in

the forest.

"
1 thought the forest was full of the nut

bushes," said Lady Margaret to herself,
" but

any way, I will not go back without my
handful of nuts, or my silly little maiden

will laugh at me."

But there was no nut bush to be seen, and

before she had found one, the rays of the sun

that made their way into the forest were pale

and dim, and the gold had faded from the

brown water.

" Here is my nut bush at last !" cried Lady
Margaret, and she broke off a tiny branch.

But hark ! What was that? for she heard the

bird-song, and it came out of the bush. No,
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it was not a bird-note, it was a human voice,

and it said gently :

" And do you pick the nuts without ask-

ing leave of the forester, Lady Margaret?"
" My father is earl of all the land," said

Lady Margaret.
fct

May I not pick a nut in

my father's woods without asking any for-

ester?"
" This is not the earl's nut bush, Lady Mar-

garet ; it is my own. A wise woman gave it

me, but I '11 gladly give it to you, my love,

if you '11 only bide in the forest here with

me."

There was something of the bird-note in

the pleading voice ; and when the nut bush

suddenly sank into the ground and disap-

peared, and he stood before her, a comely

youth wearing the green of the forester, she

said to herself:

" He is taller and straighter than the men
of my father's court ; his eyes are clearer and

brighter, and if he was in the great hall of

the castle, he would be the best man of them

all."

"
I know I 'm only your father's forester,

Lady Margaret," said he, with the same bird-
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note in his voice,
" but if you '11 be my own

sweetheart and bide with me in the forest,

I '11 build you a fairer bower than ever you
saw."

Lady Margaret looked upon him again,

and again she said to herself:

" His eyes are true, and his voice is true,

and if he was in the great hall of the castle,

he would be the best man of them all."

And this is why the little bower-maiden

wept for her lost lady until her pretty eyes
were all red with the salt tears ; and this is

why the pearls still lay on the floor of the

bower, and why the door of the bower was

never closed by day or by night, for the

maiden liked to fancy that her lady was

coming in at any moment and would say to

her :

"
Little maiden, why do you not pick up

the pearls that lie all about the floor ?
"

And so it was that Lady Margaret became

the sweetheart of Forester Etin. Far in the

depths of the forest he built the beautiful

bower. It was made of boughs on which

the green leaves never withered, and over it

ran many vines, and all about it were bright
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flowers whose colors never faded. Around
it Forester Etin built a high stone wall to

keep his lady safe from any harm ; and be-

side the wall was a thorn-tree, and whenever

anything came near that might hurt her, the

thorn-tree would stoop down and catch it up
on its sharp thorns.

Twelve long, happy years they lived to-

gether, Forester Etin and his dear Lady Mar-

garet, in the beautiful bower among the

flowers that never faded, and seven fair sons

she bore under the green leaves that never

withered. On the day when the eldest son

was just ten years old, Forester Etin said :

" My bonny lad is almost a man now, and

he shall go to the hunting with me this day."

So Forester Etin and his eldest son set out

to wander through the gay greenwood. All

around them was merry and glad. The mavis

was singing overhead ; the trees were mur-

muring quietly together, and all among the

grass and the flowers were soft, sweet little

voices, so gentle that the boy could not

always hear them, but he was so happy that

he knew they were there. All at once he

heard a music that he had never heard before.
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" What is it, my father?

"
he asked,

" the

strange, new music ? I never heard a bird

like that."

Then the father said that it was a church

bell, and somehow the sound of it made the

boy think of his mother, and he said :

" Shall you be angry, father, if I ask you

something?" and Forester Etin smiled and

answered :

"
Say on, say on, my bonny boy. You

may always ask your own father what you
will," and the boy said :

" What makes my mother's cheeks so wet,

and why does she sometimes sob so bitterly

when you are away at the hunting ?
"

Then the father put his arm about the

boy, and they sat under an oak-tree, and the

sun glinted down through the branches and

made the water in the little brown pools all

golden; and the father spoke very sadly :

"No wonder is it that she pines and

grieves, for it is twelve long years and more

since she has seen either kith or kin. She

was the daughter of an earl, a lady of high

degree. She might have wedded the first in

all the land, but I loved her so with all my
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heart that she could not help loving me. I

was only her father's forester, but for twelve

long years she has abode with me in the

forest."

"
I 'm sorry," said the little boy.

"
1 11

shoot the laverock in the lift and the bunting
on the tree, and I '11 carry them home to my
mother, and I '11 say,

'

Mother, do not grieve

any more,' and then perhaps she will be

merrier."

But Lady Margaret was no merrier, and

one day Forester Etin took his little son

aside and whispered :

"
I 'm going far away into the greenwood,

my eldest son ; and if I do not come back

when the sun shines no more through the

thorn-tree, then I shall not come again, and

you must go to your mother and say,
' Mo-

ther, let us all go away from the forest, and

let us seek your own father in the land where

one hears the church bells ring.'
" Then For-

ester Etin took his bow and arrows and went

far away into the greenwood ; but every few

steps he stopped, and looked back to see his

wife's face once more before she should go
to the land where the church bells ring.
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All day long the little boy stayed under

the thorn-tree outside the high stone wall

and watched for his father. When the sun

no longer shone through the thorns, he went

in to his mother and said :

"Mother, should you be angry with me
if I asked you something ?

" and his mother

smiled and answered :

"
Say on, say on, my bonny boy. You

may always ask your own mother what you
will," and the boy pleaded :

" You 're grieving, mother, and your cheeks

are wet with tears, and when you kiss me at

night they drop on my face and wake me.

Won't you tell me why you grieve ?
"

Then the mother answered :

"
It is because I have seven fair sons and

not one of them has ever had christening, for

I have stayed away from my father, the earl

of all the land, twelve long years for the love

of Forester Etin."
" Could you not go back to the earl, and

take my father and me and my six bro-

thers?"

"Alas, no, for your father is an outlaw,

and if he should go to the castle of the earl
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without a pardon, he would be hanged on

the gallows-tree."
44 Would you go if my father told you to

go ?
" asked the boy ; and then he repeated

what his father had said. His mother wept
more bitterly than ever, and she answered :

" If your father has left us, then we must

go."

So in the morning the eldest son took

his mother by the hand, and they two and

the six little brothers went to find the castle

of the earl. It was a long way and they
were weary, and the little brothers were

afraid, for they had never before been so far

away from the bower where the flowers never

faded. The rough stones cut their feet, and

the sharp briers scratched their little fingers,

and when they were out of the cool shade of

the forest, the hot sun burned their cheeks.

At last the mother stopped and pointed to a

gray cloud on a hill and said :

" That is my father's castle ;

" and when

they had come nearer, she pointed to a heavy
iron gate set in a high stone wall, and said :

" That is the gate of my father's castle.

Stop by the little brook and bathe the sun-
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burn from your cheeks and the touch of the

briers from your fingers and the bruises of

the rough stones from your feet, and then,

my own eldest son, we will wait here beside

the little brook, and you must go alone to

the earl and tell him that you are the son of

his own daughter Margaret."
" But there is a man at the gate, my mo-

ther, and will he let me in ?
"

u He '11 let you in for a fee, my son. No
money have I, but I have three jewel rings.

Give the ruby to the proud porter, and he

will let you through the gate. Then give
the emerald to the butler boy, and he will

take you to the door of the hall ; but save

the diamond to give to the minstrel that 's

harping in the hall, for he is the one that can

turn the hearts of the earl and all his men to

joy or woe as he will."

So the little boy did as his mother bade

him, and before long he was within the door

of the hall, and far up at the other end sat

the earl on the high seat. The boy looked

timidly at the minstrel, for he thought :

" To turn one's heart to joy or to woe, that

is greatest of all." But when he shyly held
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out the ring with its flashing diamond, the

minstrel looked upon him kindly and shook

his head and said :

"
Something tells me that my song may

be for love and not for reward." Then he

began to play on his harp, and somehow

every note gave the boy new courage. He
was no longer afraid, but he stood erect and

walked up the hall till he came before the

earl. Then he fell on one knee and was si-

lent. The earl looked at him and turned

pale. Then he put his hand over his eyes

and moaned :

"Go away, child, or my heart will break,

for you are so like to my own dear Mar-

garet ;

"
but the boy only bowed lower and

kissed the hand of the earl and said :

fc * But your own dear Margaret stands at

your castle gate, and with her are my six lit-

tle brothers, for I am her oldest son."

Then the earl stalked down the hail and

called out angrily :

" Where are my porters that I pay good
silver and good gold ? How dare they leave

Lady Margaret outside my castle gate ?
"

Then the little eldest son ran so joyfully to
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tell his mother that he was beside her before

the proud porter could take his eyes from the

ruby ring long enough to see who it was that

ran past him.

And so Lady Margaret was with her father

again ; but when it was time for the feast, a

great longing to see Forester Etin came over

her, and she said :

" My heart aches, father, to see my own
Etin. No bit can I eat and no drop can I

drink till he is by my side."

Then the earl called out angrily :

" Where are all the bold rangers that I pay

good silver and good gold ? Why do they
not search the woods and bring Forester Etin

home to us ?
" But the little boy shook his

head and said :

" He cannot come without a free pardon,
or he would be hanged on the gallows-tree."

Then the carl declared :

" Here is a pardon all sealed with my own
hand. Let every ranger go to the forest and

search till he finds the husband of Lady

Margaret."
So the rangers searched the forest, and

when they found Forester Etin, he lay on
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the ground under the thorn-tree, and he was

groaning and tearing his yellow hair.

" Take me to hang on the gallows-tree, if

you will," he said.
" My lady 's gone, and

my life is nothing to me."
" But it is your lady that has sent for you/'

they answered, "and here's a free pardon for

you from the earl of all the land."

And so it came to pass that they all sat at

the feast together and when the earl asked

the little oldest son what gift he would have

for himself, the little boy remembered what

his mother had said and answered :

" Will you and my mother and my father

take me and my six brothers to the holy
church and let us get our christening? for

it 's only once that I have even heard the

sound of a church bell."

" That ?

s not so hard a boon, my boy, and

this very day you shall go to the holy church

and get your christening, and you shall all

live here in the castle with me, and when I

die, the brave Forester Etin shall rule the

land for the love that he has borne to my
dear Lady Margaret these twelve long years

and more."
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When Lady Margaret went into her own
bower again, there was the little bower-

maiden, and Lady Margaret smiled and

asked :

"
Little maiden, why do you not pick up

the pearls that lie all about the floor?
" and the

bower-maiden smiled in answer and said :

"
But, Lady Margaret, where is the handful

of nuts that you promised to bring me from

Elmond Wood?"
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AD
now which one of us shall go forth

to kill the king ?
" asked the first

baron.
" There 's not one in the land that can cut

him down in a fair fight," said the second

baron.
" Why need it be a '

fair fight
'

?
"
said the

third baron, who was called False Foodrage.
" Would you fight a man unfairly ?

"
de-

manded the first.

" There 's no need of throwing away our

own lives," said the second.
" Fair or unfair, we must kill him," de-

clared False Foodrage.
" Then let us draw lots," said the first.

" But the lot might fall upon him who is

least able to do the deed," said the second.
" Worthless men that you are," cried False

Foodrage,
"
you say

' Yes ' and you say

'No/ and you haven't either of you the

courage of a rabbit ! Stop your drawing of

lots ; that is the plan of a coward. Stay by

your firesides, and I will take my own sharp
knife and go forth alone to kill the king."
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So False Foodrage took his sharp knife

and went forth to kill the king. It was deep
in the night, and all were asleep save the

porter in his lodge, who kept watch and ward

over the safety of the king. In the rear of

the lodge was a little window, and over the

window was a strong grapevine, and False

Foodrage climbed up by the vine and clung
to the sill of the window.

u What was that *?
"
asked the porter.

"
It

was the wind in the trees," he said to him-

self.

" What was that ?
"
asked the porter again.

"
It was the rain falling on the thatch of the

roof," he said to himself
" What was that ?

"
asked the porter the

third time.
"
It was the hail falling on the

pebbles," he said. And all the time it was

the Vine rustling her leaves and trying her

best to make him understand that danger
was near ; but the porter was so sure that all

was well that he did not even turn his head.

Then False Foodrage climbed through the

window and crept up softly behind the por-

ter and thrust his sharp knife into the porter's

heart.
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High up on a wooden pin beside the door

were four and twenty silver keys, and each

one of them unlocked a door of the castle.

So False Foodrage took down the bunch of

keys and went through the gate and up the

winding way to the castle. Then he took the

largest silver key and unlocked the great

door of the castle ; and when he had gone

through that door, he locked it behind him

and went on to the next ; and so he opened
door after door until he came to the last one

of all, and this was the door of the room in

which the king slept.
" Who 's there ?

"
cried the king.

" Why
are you here, False Foodrage ?

"

" You '11 know soon enough why I am
here !

"
cried the traitor, and before the king

could reach for his sword, False Foodrage
had stabbed him to the heart. Then the

queen fell upon her knees and pleaded :

"
Spare my life, False Foodrage ! Never

did I injure you ; why should you harm

me ? Spare me for the sake of the babe that

is to come to me !

"

" If your babe shall be a girl," said False

Foodrage,
"

I care naught for her ; she may
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live for all me. But if the babe shall be a lad,

then, though his mother was a queen and

his father a king, and though he be but of

tender age, he shall hang high, high on the gal-

lows-tree."

So False Foodrage let the queen live, but

he set four and twenty valiant knights to

watch her door.
" What shall I do ?

"
said the queen to

herself,
" and how shall I get free ?

" She

thought and she thought, and at last she said

to one of the knights :

" You are mayhap thirsty and weary, Sir

Carlton?
" and Sir Carlton replied :

"
Yes, truly, my lady. The days are long

and the nights are long, and we are weary
and thirsty."

"
Naught have I against you, Sir Carlton,

and naught have I against the other three

and twenty valiant knights that keep guard
at the door of my bower, for you do but

what you are forced to do. Great store

have I of nut brown ale, and great store have

I of ruby wine, and I would willingly share

it with you and your comrades."

The knight thanked the queen most heart-
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ily, and she sent for three great casks of ale

and three great tuns of wine. Gladly the four

and twenty knights drank of the ale and of

the wine, and it was not long before the

whole four and twenty lay on the floor out-

side the queen's bower, every one of them

in a drunken slumber. Then the queen
climbed softly through the window and set

out to go over the land to find some one

who would shelter her. She asked at the

great door of the hall, but the knight

whispered :

"
I dare not let you in, my lady, for False

Foodrage would fall upon me and kill my
wife and child and burn my castle." She

asked at the small door of the cottage, and

the goodman said :

"
I dare not let you in, my lady, for False

Foodrage would take our home from us and

send us out to wander all over the wide world."

So the queen went from bower to hall and

from hall to cottage, and no one would take

her in. At last she came to the Valley of

the Poisonous Things.

"No one will follow me here," said she,

and went on through the valley. All the
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poisonous leaves bent to one side so as not

to harm her, and all the things that had life

to creep crept softly away from her path.

Beyond the valley was a great stable, and

toward the stable went the queen. The
fierce dogs that had been left to guard it

stood one side and whined joyfully, and

when she went into the stable, they lay close

by the door and kept all harm away from

her. The cattle that were in the stable said

to one another :

"
It is the wife of our king who has come

to us when men feared to care for her. Let

us be quiet lest we trouble her." So all

that long night no sound was heard but the

soft breathing of the cattle and the sleepy

mutterings of the dogs outside the door,

warning all that would do harm to keep far

away from the queen, for when men had cast

her out, the dogs and the cattle would guard
her and care for her.

Now when the four and twenty knights
awoke from their four and twenty bad

dreams, they were much afraid, for the queen
was gone, and they feared that False Food-

rage would hang them on the gallows-tree.
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" What shall we do ?
"
said they,

"
for it

will soon be noonday, and False Foodrage
will come to see that the queen is safe, and

if she is not here, we shall every one of us

be hanged."
" We will draw lots," said one,

" and he

who draws the shortest stick shall go forth

over the wide world to seek the queen and

bring her back to her bower, to save the four

and twenty knights from a death on the gal-

lows-tree."

They drew lots, and the shortest stick

came to one who was known as Wise Wil-

liam ; so Wise William set forth to go over

the wide world to seek the queen.
He went to the hall, and the lord of the

hall said :

"
No, I dared not let her in."

He went to the cottage, and the goodman
said :

"
No, I dared not let her in." Then

he traced her steps down the Miry Way and

through the Brier Lot, for caught in the

briers were shining bits of the cloth of gold
of her gown. Then he went through the

Valley of the Poisonous Things, but nothing
harmed him any more than it had harmed

the queen, and before long he came to the
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great stable on the hillside. The savage

dogs stood before the stable door, but there

was a low, soft murmur down in their throats,

for they were saying to one another :

"
It is the friend of her whom we guard."

So they ran forward to meet him and wagged
their tails and pressed their great heads up
into his hand, and would willingly have let

him enter the stable, but Wise William

stopped. The cattle lowed gently, but still

he did not go in.

" The poor lady is alone," said he.
"
It

is not fitting that a belted knight should

break in upon her refuge. I will go for my
wife, my own faithful Alice, and she shall go
in and be bower-maiden to the queen."

So he went fbf his wife, and she opened
the door and went in to the queen, who was

in the stable with the cattle. But behold,

she was not alone, for with her was a fair

young babe.
" What a bonny young son you have, my

lady," said faithful Alice. " But why do you

weep ? She who has a goodly child like

this noble boy should never let a salt tear

fall from her eyes."
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44 O faithful Alice !

"
cried the queen,

"
it 's

a bonny boy, but would it were a maid-

child, for False Foodrage has sworn that if

my babe be a girl, he cares naught for it ; but

if it be a boy, he will hang him, for all his ten-

der age, high, high on the gallows-tree." And

again the queen wept, and faithful Alice

wept with her. At last the queen noticed

that faithful Alice too had a babe.
44 That 's a bonny young daughter you 've

got," said she,
" and now a thought comes to

me. Give me your daughter and I will give

you my son, and then I '11 go back to the

castle, and my babe will be spared, and the

lives of the four and twenty valiant knights
will be saved."

"
I

Jd gladly take your son and rear him

as my own," answered faithful Alice,
" but I

cannot give up my bonny girl."
" But your own Wise William is one of

the four and twenty knights," said the queen,
44 and he, too, will be hanged on the gallows-
tree if I do not go back with a babe in my
arms. It is not long to the noon hour, when
False Foodrage comes to look into my win-

dow to see that all is well. Give me your
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daughter and I will go swiftly back with her

to my own bower. Then will Wise Wil-

liam and the other three and twenty knights
be saved, and you shall teach my boy, my
gay goshawk, to back the steed, to shoot the

arrow, and to wield the sword ; and I will

teach the maiden, your turtle dove, to read

and to write and to embroider. And when

we meet, we '11 greet each other and I will

say,
'

Dame, how goes the gay goshawk ?
'

and you will say,
' Madam, how fares it with

the turtle dove ?
' But choose you quickly,

for the noon hour is at hand."
"

It must needs be," said faithful Alice;
" so take you my turtle dove and I will take

your gay goshawk." Then she covered her

eyes and went away weeping. But the queen
went out with cheerful face, for her child was

saved, and she and Wise William made their

way quickly to the castle; and when the

noon hour came and False Foodrage looked

in at the window, he said :

44 So you have a fair babe, madam ;

" and

the queen rejoined :

44
It is a bonny girl, False Foodrage. Re-

member your promise."
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" Had it been a boy, he should have

hanged high on the gallows-tree, but you

may do as you will with a maid-child. See

you to it that you care for her well; I may
take her for a wife some day," and he went

away from the bower, and the queen thought
of the gay goshawk and was happy.
Now when eighteen years had passed away,

Wise William said to himself:
" The time is come. To-day or never

shall it be," and he asked the gay goshawk
to go a-hunting with him.

Before long they left the forest, and there

before them on a sunny hillside stood a

lordly castle, with towers and battlements

and a wall and a wide, wide moat.
" Do you see the castle ?

"
asked Wise

William. " If every one had his own, you
would be its heir."

" How could that be ?
" asked the youth.

" That belongs to False Foodrage, and glad
am I that he 's no kin to me."

" No kin is he to you, you say the truth ;

and yet the castle is your own, for he killed

your father before you were born, and there 's

none in the whole country that would say
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word of blame if you should slay him who
murdered your father and stole his lands and

who keeps your mother a prisoner in his cas-

tle tower."
" Are you dreaming ? Never heard I such

a tale as this."

" 'T is o'ertrue for all that, my boy," said

Wise William,
"
for your father was king of

all the country, and your mother is our law-

ful queen."
Then the young man clasped his bow to

his breast and swam the moat and leaped
over the castle wall. None of the four and

twenty doors did he stop to unlock, but he

burst his way through every one of them

until he came to False Foodrage.
"
Help ! help !

"
cried the traitor, but never

one in all his house would come to him, for

they said one to another :

" False Foodrage is getting what he should

have of right, for the prince has come to his

own at last."

When the prince came to the bower, there

was his own mother, and he kissed her well.

With her was a maiden so beautiful that he

said :
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" Fair maid, may I kiss you too, for if

Wise William will but give me your hand,

the bonny turtle dove shall be my queen be-

fore the sun has gone behind the mountain."

"Think you we dare refuse the maiden's

hand to so fierce a young suitor as that V
"

said Wise William to faithful Alice. Faith-

ful Alice smiled and the queen smiled too.
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MASTER
ROBIN," said Little John,

"
I would fain go to the shooting

at Nottingham."
" And are you so fond of the proud Sheriff

that you cannot bide longer away from

him ?
"

" Well could I bide away from the proud
Sheriff," said Little John,

" but he goes no

longer to the school, and it may be that he

needs a lesson now and then straight from

the good greenwood."
" See to it that you get no hard lesson

yourself, my Little John."
" Never fear, Master Robin. Who knows

but the proud Sheriff will follow on to the

good greenwood, all for the love of me, and

you '11 have a new servant to shoot the king's

deer, Master Robin."
" When the rivers run up hill and the

trees grow with their tops under ground,"
said Robin. " But go, if you will. Only see

that you come back to me safe."

Little John left in the forest his green
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cloak and the feather from his cap, and went

boldly on to the town of Nottingham, for the

proud Sheriff had called out all the young
men for a shooting match, and Little John

was minded to be among them.

When his turn came to aim at the willow

wand, he cleft it at every shot, and the proud
Sheriff called out :

" Shame on you, young men of Notting-

ham, that you let a stranger get the better of

you !

" Then asked he of Little John :

"Tell me now truly, young man, where

do you dwell ? In what far land were you
born and what is your name ?

" Then Little

John bowed low and answered :

"
I was born in far-away Holderness. I

bide with him who wants me most, and

Greenleaf you may call my name."

"Will you dwell with me, Greenleaf?"

asked the proud Sheriff.
"

I will give you

twenty marks a year for your wages. I need

a brave bowman, for there 's many an outlaw

in the wood a-killing of the king's deer.

You 're no outlaw yourself, mayhap, Green-

leaf?
"

" Think you an outlaw would dare show
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himself in your own town of Nottingham ? w

said Little John. " No masterless man am
I, and it would be better if I should get leave

of him before I begin to serve you."
" Here is a good horse," said the Sheriff.

" Go you to your master and say you would

serve the Sheriff of Nottingham for a twelve-

month."

And so it was that Little John became

the servant of the proud Sheriff who had

wrought many a wrong to the dwellers in

the good greenwood.
It fell upon a day that the proud Sheriff

went a-hunting. No breakfast had Little

John and no dinner had Little John. Then
went he to the steward.

"Will you give me my dinner*?" asked

he.

" No bite nor sup can you have in this

house till my master comes back," said the

steward. "
It 's my master's orders."

" Will you give me my breakfast ?
"
said

Little John to the butler.
"
It 's not good for

a man's health to do his work fasting."
" No crumb and no drop may you have

in this house till my master comes back,"
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growled the butler. "
It 's my master's orders,"

and he shut fast the buttery door.
"

I 'm your master myself," said Little

John, as he thrust open the door ; and while

the steward was hiding in the cellar under the

west tower and the butler was hiding in the

cellar under the east tower, Little John ate

first his breakfast and then he ate his dinner.
" You 're a bold fellow," quoth the cook,

and he gave him three good strokes with his

ladle.

" You 're the only man in the house," said

Little John. " Come out and see who is the

better of us twain."

So each took a sword, and they fought for

an hour or more, and neither could get the

better of the other.

" If you are as good with the bow as you
are with the ladle and the sword," said Little

John,
" there 's a brave man in the forest who

will give you twenty marks a year and two

suits of good green clothes."

"
Mayhap I am," said the cook. " A bow

is no heavier than a ladle, and to my mind

it needs no more skill; but sit down a bit.

You 've had your breakfast and you 've had
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your dinner, and now you 'd better eat your

supper while you are sure of it."

So they ate and drank, and then they broke

open the treasure-room and bore away the sil-

ver dishes and the golden dishes and the cups
and the spoons and three hundred and three

pounds of silver, and away they went to the

good greenwood.
" Welcome," cried Robin,

" and welcome

to the sturdy yeoman who comes with you !

What is the news from Nottingham ?
"

" The proud Sheriff sends you his humble

greeting, and he gives you his own cook and

his gold and silver dishes and three hundred

and three pounds of silver."

" Never came this by any good will of the

Sheriff," laughed Robin.

"Master," said Little John gravely, "I

give you my word that if I had asked him,

he would have come himself, and if you will,

I '11 bring him this very night."

So Little John set out boldly, and when
he met the proud Sheriff on his way home
from the hunting, he bowed low and said :

" Master Sheriff, there 's a great sight here

in the forest, a noble hart under an oak-tree,
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His color is all green, and there are seven-

score of good deer with him ; but his antlers

are so sharp, Master Sheriff, that it needs a

braver man than I to dare to shoot at him."

So the proud Sheriff rode on into the forest,

and Little John ran beside him, and when

they came to Robin Hood, Little John said :

" The proud Sheriff of Nottingham has

come to visit you. Did I not tell you he

would come if I asked him ? We '11 treat

you better than you treated me, Master Sher-

iff, for you bade your servants give me no

breakfast and no dinner. We '11 give you a

lordly supper, and it shall be to your taste,

for your own cook shall serve you, and you
shall have as fine dishes of silver and of gold
as ever you had in your own house, Master

Sheriff."

The Sheriff groaned when he saw his own
dishes of silver and of gold, but he groaned
louder after supper, for Robin said to Little

John :

" A noble guest must not serve himself, so

pull off his hose and his high-cut shoes, that

he may rest easily ; and take off his cloak

that is lined with fur, and take off his waist-

6
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coat that is all embroidered with silk and

gold and lay him to rest on the soft, round

roots of the oak-tree ; and lest he roll off to

the hard turf, tie him down closely."

The rain fell and the wind blew cold, while

the Sheriff lay on the roots of the oak-tree ;

and when the morning came, the proud Sher-

iff was the humblest man in all merry Eng-
land.

" Let me go," he pleaded,
u
I would not

stay here another night for all the gold in the

land."
" You '11 bide with me a good twelve-

month," said Robin. "
It 's many a true

man that you have put into a cold, wet dun-

geon cell, and it
J

s many a good man whose

head you have cut off but for shooting a

deer in the wild greenwood."
" Rather than bide here another night,

Robin," said the proud Sheriff,
"

I swear that

if you '11 cut off my head this day morning,
I '11 never say word of blame."

"And what should I do with a man's

head ?
"
queried Robin. "

I Ve a good one of

my own. It 's only such men as the proud
Sheriff of Nottingham that need other men's

heads."
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" If you '11 let me go," begged the proud

Sheriff,
"

I '11 swear you here on your sword

that if ever I find any one of your men in

trouble, 1 11 be to him the best friend that

ever he had."
"

I 've no use for your head and I 've no

use for your body," said Robin, "so you

may go free ; but you shall leave your velvet

waistcoat and your cloak that is lined with

fur behind you, and you shall wear home

one of our green cloaks, and you shall hang
it in the tower over the west chamber of

your house in Nottingham town. And if

ever you break your oath that you swore on

my own true sword, go into the tower over

the west room and put on the green cloak,

for you '11 soon have another night to spend
in the good greenwood."
Then Little John threw the green cloak

over the shoulders of the proud Sheriff, and

the Sheriff ran away so fast that the cloak

stood out straight behind him ; and when he

came to the highway, the people that saw

him said there must be a great wind, for a

green tree was blowing down the road.



THE HIREMAN CHIEL*

ONCE
upon a time there was a baron

who was a very great man. He
had widespreading lands and store-

houses full of gold, and castles that looked

over all the country, but his greatest trea-

sure was his only son.

"He shall know all that there is to be

known," said the baron, and so he sent the

boy to school.

By and by the lad came home and said :

" The master has taught me all that he

knows."
" And what is that ?

"

" To ride a horse as if I sat on a rock,"

answered the boy.
" That is good," said the baron. " Now

you shall go to another school."

By and by the boy came home again and

said :

" The master has taught me all that he

knows."
" And what is that ?

"

" To dance as if there were wings on my
feet."
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" That is good," declared the baron. "Now

you shall go to another school."

And so it went on. The third master

taught the boy to flourish a sword, the fourth

to poise a lance, the fifth to wear a gold chain

and a velvet mantle, the sixth to play on the

lute, the seventh to sing verses to the ladies,

the eighth to drop gracefully on one knee,

and the ninth to make poems out of moon-

shine.

" Now, my son, you know all that there

is to be known," said the baron. " You
will have lands and woods and rents and

houses and three castles and towers, but you
need a wife ; so go forth and roam the world

over and bring me a daughter, and see that

you get a lady of high degree."
" Perchance she '11 love my lands and

rents more than she '11 love me," said the

young knight as he set out on his horse,

with his sword clashing and the little bells

on the horse's mane ringing in time with the

hoofbeats.

Now under the hill was a crooked little

hole, and in the crooked little hole lived a

crooked little man ; and as the young knight
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rode by, the crooked little man called out in

a crooked little voice :

" There 's plenty of fools

That come from nine schools ;

"

and then the crooked little man dropped
into the crooked little hole and pulled the

crooked little hole in after him, so that when
the knight turned, there was no one to be

seen. But in a minute or two the crooked

little man put his head out again.
"

I like your looks," said he,
" and if you

will come in here to my school, I '11 teach

you more than all the other nine."

So the knight sprang from his horse and

went down into the crooked little hole with

his sword and his gold chain and his scarlet

coat and his velvet mantle.

By and by, when he came out of the hole,

he wore a ploughman's frock, and he had a

stick in his hand, and he set -out over the

land to seek him a wife. He whistled as he

walked, whether the way was rough or smooth,

and whether he went through the forest or

across the meadow. By and by he climbed

a high, high hill, and then he went down
into a glen; and while he was pushing on
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amidst the briers and the brambles, he saw

through a gap in the hills a gay castle far

and far away.
"

It has nine turrets for my nine schools,"

said he to himself. "And if it has another

turret for the tenth, I '11 go boldly up to the

gate."

Sure enough, when he had pushed on to

the turn of the road and gone by the sleep-

ing rock and the laughing brook and the

singing pine, there was a tenth turret half

hidden by the great banner of the castle.

Straight up to the wall went the young

knight in the ploughman's frock, and he

gave a thundering knock on the gate.

Through the bars he could see a fair young
maiden in the castle keep, and all in a mo-

ment he was sure that she was the wife for

whom he was searching. The porter looked

at his face and said :

" Do you want to see the baron ?
" and

then he looked at the ploughman's frock and

said :

" Do you want to see the greave ?
"

Of the greave the young knight asked :

" Have you any work ? I can plough
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and sow and mow and reap, and I '11 work

for seven years if I can get my wages."
" If you can hold the plough right well,"

said the greave,
" we '11 not part for any

wages."
So the young knight held the plough and

planted the corn and reaped the barley and

mowed the grass, and when it was time for

his wages, the baron paid him nine bright

shillings.
" That 's one for each of my nine schools,"

thought the young knight,
" but the tenth is

yet to come."

And so it went on for seven long years,

and at last the maiden fair owned that she

loved him well. She gave him a golden ring,

and three times he kissed her rosy lips as they
stood together under the singing pine. But

when the baron found out that the hireman

chiel had dared to seek his daughter's hand,

he swore that before breakfast the next morn-

ing the bold man should be hanged on the

gallows-tree.
"
Oh, woe 's me !

" sobbed the maiden fair.

But the hireman chiel only laughed and

said :
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"
They '11 not hang me if I am not here,"

and away he went whistling, past the sleep-

ing rock and the laughing brook and the sing-

ing pine ; while the maiden stood in the

door of her bower and let the salt tears

fall.

For a year and a day she wept, fearing

sorely that she would never see her hireman

chiel again. Then came a dull, gray morn-

ing, so gray that she could not see the sleep-

ing rock, so dull that the singing pine only
murmured gloomily to itself, and the laugh-

ing brook made itself into a dark, stagnant

pool ; and on that morning the baron came

to his daughter and said :

" There J

s a grand knight come to wed

you, and he has a gold chain about his neck

and a ruby ring on his finger, and he wears

golden spurs."

And so the bells were rung, and the maiden

fair was carried to the church ; but as they
came to the singing pine, there stood her own
hireman chiel, dressed all in his ploughman's
frock. A little golden ring he held out to

her, and he said :

" Once you gave me this."
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The maiden fair cried aloud for joy, and

then the hireman chiel knew that she was

true to him, and he said :

"If you love me well, stretch out your
hand to me."

So the maiden fair stretched out her hand

to the hireman chiel in the ploughman's

frock, and the baron swore a great oath and

galloped away through the stagnant pool.

Then the stagnant pool became a laughing

brook, and the gloomy pine began to sing

merry little songs, the sleeping rock awoke

and sparkled in the sunshine, and, most won-

derful of all, the ploughman's frock fell off,

and there stood the young knight with his

gold chain and his sword and his scarlet coat

and his velvet mantle.

But over the hills came the father of the

maiden fair with full fifty armed men. The
maiden trembled, but the young knight

only laughed and pointed down the road,

for beyond the singing pine was the noble

baron, his father, in his gilded coach, and

with him there were full five hundred well-

armed men. Then the maiden's father

made his obeisance before the glittering



THE HIREMAN CHIEL 89

young knight who stood in front of the five

hundred well-armed men and said :

"
I only came to pay the shilling that I

owe you." But the young knight laughed
and rejoined merrily :

"Give us your blessing, my new father-

in-law, and we won't ask for the shilling."

So the young knight set out for his own
castle with the maiden fair, and on the way
he told her about his ten schools. "And
here *s the tenth schoolmaster," he said, as

they came to the crooked little hole, and the

crooked little man put his head out to wish

them joy.
" And what did he teach you ?

" asked

the maiden fair.

" To work seven years for what I wanted,"

answered the young knight. Then said the

maiden fair to the crooked little man :

" Come to the castle and live with us, and

you shall have the best room in all the house,

for if it had not been for you, I should never

have had my brave young knight."



THE DEMON LOVER t

THE
masts are all of beaten gold,

Annie. They say the king's boat

has golden masts."
" Then it is the king that is coming, Robin.

The sails are all of silk. Let's hide, Robin,

and watch the king come off his bonny ship."
" \Vhen we 're grown up, Annie, you '11 be

my own sweetheart, and I '11 go to the wars

and fight and win you a better boat than

this, for it shall have three golden masts in-

stead of two, and the sails shall not be of silk

but of thick satin ; and they shall shine in the

sunlight, and when you see them away over

the water, you '11 be glad and you '11 say,
' My

own Robin is coming home to me.' But

you '11 be true to me, won't you, Annie ?
"

Little Annie threw her arms around his

neck and kissed his rosy lips and said :

"
I don't like any other boy nearly so well

as I do you, and I '11 give you half the sugar
heart that my uncle is going to bring me
from London town. Really I will. But

look, the king 's coming off the boat."

" The king
" came slowly up the little path
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to where the two children sat half hidden by
the bushes. He glanced at them and tossed

each one a gold piece.
" Thank you, sir," said Robin, and little

Annie asked shyly :

" Please tell me, sir, are you the king?
"

The stranger looked at her a minute, then

turned aside and glanced at the marble house

on the hill. His face grew fierce and he

said :

"
I am not the king; I am One Who Re-

turns."
" What is it, Robin ?

"
asked little Annie,

trembling. "I am afraid of him. Is the

gold witches' gold? Let's take it to the

priest and ask if it will hurt us."

Up the path to the highway and then

along the highway strode One Who Returns,

until he came to the lofty gates of the marble

house that stood on the hill with the poplars

all around it. The gate-keeper did not come

out, and no one saw the gate open, but one

moment One Who Returns was outside the

gate, and the next moment he was inside,

and was walking rapidly up the hill to the

marble house among the poplars.
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The beautiful lady by the window waved

her hand and threw a kiss to him, and when

he had come up the steps, the door was open
and she was standing on the threshold, and

she smiled and cried :

"
Oh, where have you been, my long-lost

love? Seven long years it is since you
went away from me."

"
It 's you that I 've come for," replied One

Who Returns. " Seven years agone you

gave me your promise, and I 've come for

my wife."

44 But I cannot be your wife," said she,
44

for I 'm the wife of him that built me this

marble house on the hill."

44 You forgot me in three short months,

while I was in the land ayont the water.

For seven long years I worked for you, and

I have seven ships on the sea. The eighth

one it is that has brought me to this land.

The keel is of silver, and the masts are of

gold, and the sails are of silk, and it was all

for you. There are four and twenty bold

mariners, and there 's music on every hand,

and it was all for you. Go to the tower of

your marble house on the hill, and look over
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the poplars down to the ocean, and you '11

see the silver ship with the silken sails ; b,ut

you 11 not see the pearls and the diamonds

and the rubies, though there
5

s many a casket

brimming over with them ; and there are

silken robes, and there 's a mantle, and all

around the mantle is a vine that the wisest

woman in the land ayont the sea embroidered,

and in every leaf is a green emerald, and in

the heart of every bluebell is a sapphire ; and

these are what I brought for you. You
would not wait for me. You would not keep

your word to me, and now you live in the

marble house on the hill But go you to

the tower and look down upon my boat.

The sun will be low, and I must hie me back

to the far-away land, for there
5

s where a king's

daughter lives, and it 's to her that I will

carry the mantle that the wise woman

wrought and the caskets that are brimming
over with pearls and rubies and diamonds."

Then the beautiful lady went slowly up
the stairs to the tower. She opened the

little door and looked out of the window.
"

I had forgotten that the trees were so

high," she thought, for she did not know
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that the poplars were reaching up and all

about the tower so that she should not see the

silver boat ; and she would not listen to them,

although they were saying over and over :

"
Stay with us, stay with us, stay, stay."

Slowly she came down the broad marble

stairs, and she said to One Who Returns :

" The trees are grown so high that I could

not see the silver boat, but I might walk

down to the shore with you and look at it."

The poplar-trees still whispered :

"
Stay with us, stay with us, stay, stay,"

but she did not understand, for she could no

longer tell what the trees and the flowers

were saying. The great dog at the door

looked at her wistfully with his soft brown

eyes. They were softer than ever, for there

were tears in them ; but she could no longer
understand what tears meant in the eyes of

one that loved her. She turned to him who
had come from the land ayont the sea and

asked :

" If I were to leave the marble house and

my husband and my two children and go
with you on the silver ship, where is it that

you would take me ?
"
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One Who Returns bent low as he kissed

her hand, and when he lifted his head, there

was a bracelet on her wrist that had not

been there before, and it flashed with all the

precious stones that any one ever heard of;

and as she looked at it, she forgot that he

had not said where they would go if she

went on the sea with him.

She kissed her two babes as they lay fast

asleep and passed out of the door of the

marble house on the hill. The great dog

gave a sad little cry that came from down in

his faithful heart, but she did not hear it, and

the two went swiftly down the hill to the

seashore.
" Where is the silver ship ?

" she asked,

and One Who Returns stamped his foot on

the ground and said over some words that

she did not understand, and in a moment
the silver ship was floating before them, and

the sails were of silk and the masts were of

beaten gold, just as One Who Returns had

said ; and as they went aboard, there was a

strange, sweet music all about them in the

air.

" How like you the silver ship and the

7
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blue ocean, and how are you pleased with

the mariners bold that wait upon you and

me ?
" asked One Who Returns.

44 Well do I like the ship," she answered,
" and well do I like the ocean, but where

are the mariners bold, and why does the ship

go so swiftly ? The golden masts do not

bend over the billows, and the silken sails

do not fill in the breeze that blows us away
from the land of the marble house."

Faster and faster went the silver ship, but

One Who Returns spoke no word to her,

and every minute his face grew more gloomy
and his eyes more fiery. One league they

sailed, another and another. She looked at

him in terror, and then she noticed that the

golden bracelet on her wrist had become an

iron chain. She feared and she wept right

bitterly.

The boat rocked from side to side, and

One Who Returns said harshly :

44 Cease your weeping. Tears will some-

times wreck a boat like this, silver though it

be, and with sails of silk and masts of beaten

gold. I can show you strange countries

ayont the sea, lands where lilies grow for her
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that is pure in heart and true to her word."

He laughed bitterly, but she did not hear

him, for her eyes were fixed on the land that

lay behind them.

"Oh, I wish I was again in the marble

house among the poplars," she sobbed; and

then she asked :

" Are those my own hills, those pleasant

hills that the sun shines so sweetly on ?
"

and One Who Returns said with a sneer :

" Those are the hills of the land of light,

but it's there that you will never go."

Then she turned about and looked ahead.

"And what is that black and fearful

mountain," she asked,
" so dreary with frost

and snow ?
"

" That 's the mountain that stands at the

gate of the land of darkness," said One Who
Returns,

" and it 's there that you and I must

go. She who is false to one will be false to

two ; but you '11 have no chance to be false

to me again, my lady of the house on the

hill."

Then while she lay trembling in the bot-

tom of the boat, One Who Returns struck

the mast a fearful blow, and it sank down
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through the bottom of the silver boat. The
silken sails shriveled as he breathed upon
them, the boat broke in twain, and the lady
and the demon, who had taken the form of

the dead lover to whom she had been so

false, went throught the gate beside the dreary

mountain, the gate that leads to the land of

darkness.



ROBIN HOOD'S RUEFUL
GUEST ********

MASTER,
you have not dined to-

day," said Little John.
" How can one dine without a

guest ?
" asked Robin Hood, for Robin was

the most hospitable outlaw that ever lived in

Bernisdale. " Go find me a guest," said he,
" and then will we dine and make merry
with the best of them. Do you go, my
trusty Little John, and Much the miller's

son and William Scarlet; and when you
come back, there shall be a feast whose like

you never saw before."

" And whither shall we go ?
"
asked Little

John, "and whom shall we bring to dine

with us ?
"

" Take your good bow in your hand,"

answered Robin,
" and wend your way to the

Sayles and then to Watling Street. If you
see a faithful squire, bow low before him
and say,

* Robin Hood sends you his greet-

ing;' and if you see an honest yeoman,

whisper in his ear,
* There '11 be a bit of light-

foot waiting for you this night at the edge
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of the forest ;

'

and if you see a husbandman

toiling at the plough, slip up behind him

and drop a silver shilling over his shoulder

into the furrow; and if you see a parish

priest, kneel and ask his blessing; but if you
meet a bishop or an archbishop, bind him

and beat him and make him pay for ransom ;

and don't forget our old friend, the high
Sheriff of Nottingham. When you come to

Watling Street, there '11 surely be some

abbot or some proud knight. He 's the man
for our feast."

To the Sayles went the three good yeo-

men, but not a guest found they for the din-

ner. At last, far down a narrow road, they
saw a lonely knight come riding along.

Never was there a more forlorn rider. One
foot was in the stirrup and one hung down.

His hood had dropped over his eyes, his

lance dragged on the ground and made a

zigzag mark in the dust behind him. The
reins had fallen from his hands and his horse

wandered where he would, trying to get a

morsel of food from the grass by the road or

from the overhanging trees.

Little John dropped on one knee, but the
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knight rode drearily by without noticing

him. Then Little John called out :

" Welcome, gentle knight, welcome to the

good greenwood. My master sends you

greeting and bids you come and dine with

him. Three long hours he has waited for

you."
" Three long hours," repeated softly and

feelingly the other two men who stood be-

hind him.

The knight returned their courteous greet-

ing and queried languidly :

" And who is your master ?
"

" Robin Hood," said they.
" He is a good man," said the knight.

"
I

meant to dine at Blythe or at Dancastere, but

it is no matter. I will go with you into the

greenwood." The little company went on,

but not very joyfully, for three of them were

hungry, and one was so downcast that in

spite of all he could do, the tears ran out of

his eyes and rolled down his cheeks. When
they came to the lodge in the forest, Robin

doffed his hat and bowed before the melan-

choly knight and bade him welcome.

"The meal is ready," said Robin, "and
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these three hours I have been waiting for

you. Now fall to and eat your fill." And
so they all sat down to the feast. There

was bread and wine and venison and swans

and pheasants and every kind of bird that

flies in the trees and every kind of fish that

swims in the rivers, and by and by the

knight exclaimed :

"
Enough, good Robin, enough ! Such a

dinner have I not had for three long weeks,

and if ever again I am in this country, I will

give you as good a feast as you have given
me."

" That 's all very well," said Robin,
" but

that 's far away, and you surely would not

go hence to-day and leave a yeoman to pay
for a knight."

"
Indeed, I am ashamed," responded the

knight sadly,
" but I have eaten the dinner,

and now I have nothing to pay. There are

but ten shillings in my purse."
" If you do not tell me the truth," said

Robin,
"

it will be the worse for you."
"

I have only ten shillings in the world,"

declared the knight.

"Go and see if he speaks true," bade
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Robin ; so Little John spread the knight's

mantle on the ground and emptied the

knight's purse into it, and it was all as he

had said, for there was just half a pound.

"Bring on the best wine," commanded
Robin. "If a man's clothes are thin, he

needs more under them. When he has had

enough, he shall tell us how it is that a

knight has no money."
So after they had drunk their fill, the

knight told them that his only son had slain

a man, and to save him from the gallows he

had given all his money, and had mortgaged
his land to a rich abbot for four hundred

pounds.
" Have you no friends to lend you the

money to redeem your land ?
"
asked Robin.

" Friends enough had I once," said the

knight,
" but now they do not know me when

I pass them ;

" and again the tears fell from

his eyes. Then wept also Little John and

Much the miller's son and William Scarlet,

and when Robin passed the knight the wine

bottle once more, there were tears on that

too.

"And if your land is gone," queried
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Robin,
" what will you do ?

" and the knight
answered :

"
I

J

ve nothing left but my sword, and I 'm

on my way to the countries far beyond the

seas, and mayhap there '11 be a king who
wants a soldier."

"A pretty soldier you would be," laughed

Robin,
" with the tears running down your

cheeks and rusting your helmet. It does

not suit me to let that fat abbot have your

good land. Little John, go you straight to

my treasure-room and bring me full four hun-

dred pounds." So Little John went to the

treasure-room, but fast as he went, Wil-

liam Scarlet was before him, and together

they brought back full four hundred pounds.
"
Master," said Little John,

" his cloak is

too thin for the forest winds. Will you not

give him warm clothes to go forth in ? You
have good cloth of green and scarlet and

many another color. There is n't a merchant

in England who has half so much, I '11 venture

to say." Then bade Robin Hood :

" Give him three yards of every color, and

see to it that you cut good measure ;

" and

Little John took for his yardstick no other
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measure than his own long bow. Then

William Scarlet laughed loud and long.
" You may well give good measure, Little

John," said he,
"
for it 's small cost it was to

any of us."

"
Master," asked Little John,

" the knight's

old beast would fall by the way under all this

load; could you not spare him a goodly
horse ?

"

" Give him a good gray courser," ordered

Robin,
" and a new saddle."

" And I '11 give him a palfrey," said Much
the miller's son.

" And a pair of gilt spurs," added Little

John.

And so the rueful knight rode happily on

his way. He went straight to the abbot and

redeemed his lands, and forever afterward

there was one knight who was a true friend

to the men who lived in the good greenwood.



ONE WHO WOULD
HARM *

MARGRET,
Margret !

"
called a harsh

voice, and Margret sprang from

her bed and looked through the

crack between the shutters. The moon was

behind a cloud, but she could see that some

one was standing under her window.
"

I want you more than I ever wanted

maiden before," said the same harsh voice,
" and I 've come to carry you away to the

den that
J

s under the crag and the hemlock."
" Oh no, no !

"
cried Margret, but the

shutters were burst open and she could feel a

strong hand lay hold of her. Margret did not

try to free herself, and the voice muttered :

"
I '11 soon arouse her," and he shook the

girl roughly till she came to herself.

"
It 's almost one by the castle bell," said

he. "Will you meet me on the Broom-

field Hill next Sunday night?
"

" Oh no, no !

"
cried Margret, shuddering.

" No ?
"
said the voice.

" You will be on

the top ofBroomfield Hill next Sunday night
before the bell has struck the last stroke of
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twelve, or I '11 come for you. I '11 come down
the hill and through the wood and over the

stream and along the path by the meadow ;

and the house '11 be burned and the good-
man slain and the goodwife will be drowned

in the Lonely Pool, and the little lame

brother will be thrown on the distant rock,

and the eagles will scatter his bones. Be on

Broomfield Hill before the bell has done

striking twelve, for you are to go with me
to the den that is under the crag and the

hemlock. This is to remind you. See that

you do not take it off," and the strong hand

slipped a ring on her finger.

Margret heard a hoarse laugh. Then the

castle bell struck one, and all was silent.

"It was a fearful dream," said Margret,
and she threw wider open the casement of

the window. There was no one to be seen,

and the only living creature was a great gray
wolf far across the meadow, running swiftly

in the pale moonlight.
"
It was a terrible dream," said Margret,

and she sobbed herself to sleep. When she

awoke, her old nurse was sitting by her and

holding her hand.
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" Where got you the ring, my own nurs-

ling ?
"
asked the old woman.

"
Oh, it 's true/' said Margret, and she burst

out crying, and told her old nurse all about

it.
"
If I don't go to Broomfield Hill next

Sunday night before the bell is done strik-

ing twelve, he will come and burn the house

and kill my father and drown my mother in

the Lonely Pool, and throw my little lame

brother on the distant rock, and carry me

away to the den under the crag and the

hemlock. Oh, the ring burns me ! Take it

off, nurse."

The nurse tried and tried, but the ring

would not come off. It was large and heavy
and of some bright green metal. It was in

the form of a serpent, and it coiled and un-

coiled and shot out red flames from its fiery

eyes, and try as they would, they could not

stir it from her finger.
"
It's magic, my poor lassie," sobbed the old

nurse,
" but what magic has done, magic can

undo. It 's one thing I know, and mayhap
it 's two things, and it might be that I could

free my own dear nursling. It's well that

the goodman and the goodwife and the little
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lame brother are away, for one must ask no

questions save with the eyes when there is

magic about."
" And what must I do, nurse ?

" moaned

Margret.
"You must go to the little north room

under the chimney," answered the nurse,

"and there you must stay without bite or

sup till Sunday night when the castle bell

has struck one, and not man or woman or

child may you see and no word may you

speak. When it is day, the ring will be

still; but when night comes, it will sting and

burn. Not all the magic that I know can

help that, but when the castle bell has struck,

then if the sunlight has shone into your win-

dow for but a single moment, you will be

free from the ring, and mayhap no harm will

come to you or the goodman or the good-
wife or the little lame brother."

" But the sun will never shine into the

north window," sobbed Margret.
" What 's done is done," said the nurse,

"and what has not been done is yet to be

done."

So the maiden went tearfully to the north
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room and sat down on a little stool by the

window, and the nurse went out of the room

and turned the key; and while the maiden

sobbed on one side of the door, the nurse

sobbed on the other.

Now the good nurse had a long journey
to take through the land of briers and thorns

to find the enchanted iron. She must go on

foot and alone, and she must go over mo-

rasses and close to the Dragon's Den and

under the Clutching Tree and beyond the

Quaking Rocks. "
It 's for my own nurs-

ling/* she said to herself, and she kept on

bravely, and just one hour before sunset that

Sunday evening she came through the last

stile.

She did not stop even to glance up to the

north window, for there was only one hour

left, and there was much to do. Just how
she brought it about she would never tell,

but when all was calm and quiet and the sun

was sinking peacefully behind the hill, a

wind suddenly arose, such a wind as had

never been seen before. It shook down the

barns and tossed the trees about like feathers

and overturned the rocks. All was still for
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a moment, then it seized upon the house

and turned it quite around on its foundation.

The maiden sat by the window on the

little wooden stool with her hand on which

was the fearful ring hanging over the sill.

When the house was swiftly whirled about,

the last rays of the western sun shone for an

instant upon the ring. The serpent hissed

fiercely and the ring fell from her finger to

the ground. The old nurse caught it up
and clapped her hands for joy; and the

maiden smiled faintly, for she was too weak

to wave her hand.

Then the nurse took the ring and set out

for the top of Broomfield Hill. Not yet
had the bell in the castle tower struck

twelve when she made her way up softly

among the bushes. Lying on the ground
with his head under the red rose tree was a

handsome young knight asleep, and near

him were his horse, his hound, and his gay

goshawk.
"

I '11 soon see if you are real or en-

chanted," said the nurse, and she shook the

ring before them. The horse and the hound

and the gay goshawk only blinked at it
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sleepily, but it was different with the hand-

some young knight, and the nurse held up
her hands in horror when she looked at him.

" That 's worse than I ever thought," she

said to herself, and she slipped the serpent

ring on his finger and went softly down the

hill.

When the knight awoke and saw the ser-

pent ring, he called to his horse :

" Why did you not wake me when the

maiden came ?
"

" No maiden has been here," answered the

horse. Then he struck the horse so that he

fell down dead, and he turned to the dog.
" Why did you not wake me when the

maiden came ?
"

" No maiden has been here," answered the

dog. Then he struck the dog so that he fell

down dead, and turned to the gay goshawk.
" Why did you not wake me when the

maiden came ?
"

" No maiden has been here," answered the

gay goshawk; and he did not wait to be

struck down dead, but flew high over the

hill and the forest and the meadow till he

came to where the nurse was going around
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the house in a great circle dragging a bit of

the enchanted iron after her, mumbling magi-
cal words and crooning magical songs.

"
Hasten," the gay goshawk called.

" He
Who Would Harm is coming, and he is as

swift as the wind over a field of rye."

Then the old nurse went faster and faster,

but try as she would, He Who Would
Harm was upon her before she had drawn

the third circle, the one that would have

made the maiden safe.

"
Perhaps even now it will hold," said the

old nurse ; but he leaped lightly over the

first circle. Then he ran swiftly to the sec-

ond and leaped over that. Now nothing
was between him and the maiden, and the

nurse could just see through her tears the

little white face in the north window.
"

I have you now !

" he cried, and stretched

up his strong arm. Just as it almost touched

her shoulder, the castle bell struck one, and

the house dogs ran out howling savagely;
and when the maiden looked, One Who
Would Harm was nowhere to be seen, but

the dogs were tearing to pieces a great gray
wolf that lay dead under her window.



THE BARRING OF THE
DOOR ***

HAVE
you gone clean daft, good-

wife?"
44

I Ve been a-thinking, goodman."
"I never do that, and there was none of

our folks that ever got up in the night to

think. And what are you stirring the fire

for, goodwife?"
" To make it burn, goodman."
44 Our folks never stirred the fire in the night.

What are you going to do, goodwife?"
"

I 'm going to make a white pudding,

goodman."
44 Our folks never made white puddings in

the night. And what '11 you do then, good-
wife?"

64 Then 1 11 make a black pudding, good-
man."

" Did ever a man have such a wife !

"
ex-

claimed her goodman.
" What are you

making it for, goodwife ?
"

44 For people to eat, goodman."
44 Our folks did n't eat in the night, good-

wife," said her puzzled goodman.
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"No, but there may be those a-coming
that will eat by day, and what should I do if

I had n't any white puddings and if I had n't

any black puddings, goodman ?
"

"
People did n't come to see our folks

when we didn't have any puddings, good-
wife."

" That 's because you always had them,

goodman."
"

I never thought of that, goodwife. I

could n't think like that by daylight."

And so the goodwife raked away the ashes

and blew the fire and pulled the crane for-

ward and hung a heavy iron pot on it that

was full of water fresh from the well ; and

then she brought out a great wooden bowl,

and into it she put more different things than

one could dream of in a month of Saturday

mornings. She stirred them and rolled them

and twisted them and pulled them and mixed

them and seasoned them and pounded them

and kneaded them and shook them, until

they were so confused that they did not

know whether they were several things or one

thing. But the goodwife was a wise woman
and she knew. She gave a little pat and
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then a little toss, and there was the pudding
round as a ball, and she tied it into a cloth

and put it into the iron pot to boil.

This was the white pudding. Then came

the black, and that was much larger than

the white, because black flour did not cost

so much as white flour. The water in the

iron pot was boiling out, and the goodwife
went to the well for more.

" Bar the door, goodwife ; you 've left it

open,
5 '

said her goodman.
" That 's because I did not shut it," re-

torted the goodwife.
" Our folks always shut the door when the

wind blew cold from the north and the east."

"Well, there's one of your folks here

now," said his goodwife. "You wouldn't

ask a woman with her hands in a pudding
to go and shut the door, now would you

really, goodman
u

?
"

" But you left it open," said her goodman.
" Our folks always shut the door when they
left it open."

"
I don't," said his goodwife.

" When I

leave it open, it is open ; and it '11 be open
for this hundred years if you wait for me to
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shut it. And I won't say another word,"

she added,
"

till you get up and bar the door,

and not let your goodwife stand and make a

pudding all a-shiver."

" And I won't say another word till you

get up and bar the door and not let your

goodman lie in bed all a-shiver."

" You '11 have to ask for some of my pud-

ding in the morning."
" And you '11 have to ask me to split some

more wood to-night, or your pudding won't

be done."
" Then I '11 eat pudding and you may eat

wood," said his goodwife,
" and the one that

speaks first shall get up and bar the door."

Away down the lane were two gentlemen
thieves who had been robbing a rich man's

house.
"
Pretty heavy lugging, this great bag of

silver," said one.
" Heavier lugging, this great bag of

gold," said the other.

"
I '11 ease you of it," said the first.

" We '11 make a bet and I '11 win. There 's

a light up the lane. If it is a poor man's

house, I '11 give you my bag ; and if it 's a
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rich man's house, you give me yours." So

they crept softly up to the cottage and peeped
in at the door.

" There 's no one there but a sick man in

bed and a woman boiling a pudding," said

one.
"

I like the smell of that pudding. Let 's

leave our bags under the hedge and go in

and ask for some," whispered the other.

" We '11 ask first whether they are rich or

poor," said the first,
" and then we '11 know

who'll have to carry the bags. I think

they 're poor, for they have to work by day
and cook by night."

"And I think they're rich, or else they
would n't have puddings enough to cook all

day and all night too," rejoined the other. So

the two gentlemen thieves crept nearer and

nearer to the house. They laid their bags
down softly under the hedge and then walked

boldly up to the door.

"Is this a rich man's house or is it a

poor ?
"
they asked. The goodman frowned

at them and the goodwife smiled at them,

but neither of them spoke a word for the

barring of the door.
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44
It 's a rich man's house," said one of the

gentlemen thieves. "See all the good things

she 's been putting into the pudding !

"

44
It 's a poor man's house," retorted the

other.
" Look at the old man's beard !

He 's not been shaved for a good twelve-

month." Then, for the pudding kept on

smelling better and better, one of the gentle-

men thieves pleaded :

"Goodwife, we be two poor travelers.

Could you give us a bit of your pudding ?

It 's we that have been hard at work this

night."

What the goodwife would have said, if she

had said anything, no one knows, but she

dared not speak at all, for her goodman was

grinning at her and pointing to the door.

The two gentlemen thieves went to the

great iron pot and took out the puddings on

the points of their swords, and held them up
over the white scoured floor to drain. Then

they sat down to the table and cut off great

pieces of them. First they ate the white

pudding and then they ate the black, though
that was not very well done, for the fire had

given out because there was no more wood.
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The goodman smiled and said to him-

self:

" That 5

s what she has for getting up to

think in the night after the moon has gone
down over the poplar-tree behind the well.

Our folks never got up in the night to

think." The goodwife sat on a bench in the

corner of the fireplace watching the two gen-
tlemen thieves devouring her nice pud-

dings.
" And if my sister and my sister's good-

man and the eleven children should come to-

morrow, there would n't be bite or sup for

them," she said to herself.

At last the two gentlemen thieves had

finished eating the puddings.
" Hark !

"

whispered one. "
Is n't that the sound of a

horse's hoofs '? We 'd better be going."
"
I '11 go after I 've kissed the goodwife,"

said the other.
" And do you shave off the

goodman's beard."
" There 's no hot water," objected the first.

"Take the pudding broth," said the other.

Then the goodman jumped out of bed,

seized the iron pot, and flung the hot broth

into the faces of the two gentlemen thieves.
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" You would kiss my wife before my eyes,

would you ?
" he cried,

" and scald me with

pudding broth !

" But the goodwife sprang

up from the chimney corner and clapped her

hands and gave three skips on the floor.

64 Goodman, you 've said the first word !

Now go and bar the door."

As for the two gentlemen thieves, they

thought that the goodman and the goodwife
had suddenly gone crazy, and they ran for

their lives, slamming the door behind them,

a thing which neither thieves nor gentlemen
are accustomed to do. They ran down the

lane, over the hedge, into the briers, across

the meadow, over a brook, through the high

grass, until the first thing that they knew,

they were in the middle of a pond, and they
had to scramble out as best they could, for

they did not dare to call to any one to help
them.

The next morning when the goodwife
threw open the door and went to get a pail

of fresh water, she saw down under the

hedge two loaded bags, one full of silver and

the other full of gold.

"Goodman, come out here!" she cried.
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" There J

s a bag of gold for the white pud-

ding, and there
5

s a bag of silver for the

black ; and I
Jm going to make a pudding

every night of my life."

" None of our folks ever did," said her

goodman.
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BURN
your nuts on the hearth," said

the old nurse,
" and eat your apples

before the glass, and your own true

love will come and look over your shoulder;

but go you not out of the house door this

night, for the witches and the warlocks are

abroad and mayhap the fiend himself."
" But I am going out on the moor to sow

the hemp seed ; and when I look over my
left shoulder, I '11 see no face in a glass, but

I '11 see my own sweetheart," said Janet, the

fairest of the maidens.
" Willful wanderers walk in woeful ways,"

grumbled the nurse,
" and it 's sorry you '11

be if you go out on the moor this night.

There 's bogies and ghosts and demons, and

there 's Tamlane, and it 's Tamlane that

comes out of the bush on the moor by the

well, and if he sees a maiden, she must give
.him her golden ring off her finger or her

mantle of green off her shoulders, or else

he '11 take her on his milk-white steed and

carry her away to Elfinland."
"

I '11 give him no gold ring off my finger,
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and I '11 give him no green mantle off my
shoulders, and I '11 not go to Elfinland with

him !

"
cried fair Janet,

" but it 's out on the

moor to Carterhaugh that I '11 go this night.

It 's my own land, and may I not walk on my
own sod ?

" and the willful maiden tucked

up her green skirt and braided her yellow

hair, and she flung wide the house door and

sped over the moor to Carterhaugh.
The moon shone bright, and over the grass

were the elfin rings, but fair Janet went

boldly on to the haunted well, scattering the

hemp seed as she walked. The water

gleamed in the moonlight, and beside the

well was a bush of red roses. Fair Janet

plucked a rose and put it in her hair, and

the water in the well gurgled and murmured

and seemed to be trying to make words.
" The rose is my own," said fair Janet,

" and I '11 pluck it for all the water that is in

the well." She plucked a second rose and

put it in her bosom, and then she heard the

neighing of a milk-white steed that stood by
the well.

" The rose is my own," said fair Janet,
" and I '11 pluck it for all the milk-white
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steeds in the countryside," and she put forth

her hand to pluck a third rose, but a voice

came from out the bush :

" Why do you break the tree, Janet ? and

why come you to Carterhaugh when you Ve
asked no leave of me ?

"

" And why should I ask leave of you ?

Is not the land my own ? My father left it

to me, and I '11 come and go as I will with-

out the leave of ghost or goblin."
" But I 'm no ghost or goblin, Janet. My

hand is as warm as yours," and a warm, firm

hand reached out from the bush and gently

clasped her own.
" You 're no true man," said fair Janet,

"
if

you were not christened at the church door."
" But I was christened at the church door

as well as you, Janet, and it was on the

selfsame day. You are the child of the

Earl of March, and I 'm the son of the Earl

of Murray. I've loved you all my life,

Janet, for I was the little boy with whom

you used to play."
" And if you Ve loved me all your life,"

asked fair Janet,
" where have you been

these many years ?
"

9
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" There 's been but one day in the year for

me, Janet, and that was the eve of All Hal-

lows Day, for then I was free to come to the

well, and weary my heart with hoping and

waiting for you."
" But who has held you so fast ?

"
ques-

tioned Janet ; and then Tamlane came from

out the bush, and they sat beside the well,

and the milk-white steed softly cropped the

grass in the moonlight, and the water in the

well laughed gently to itself, and murmured
sweet little forgotten tunes.

"
It was a bitter cold night," said Tam-

lane,
" and the wind blew out of the north.

A sleep like death came over me. I fell

from my horse into a fairy ring, and the

Queen of Elfinland bore me away to yonder

green hill."

"
Is not the Queen fairer than any maiden

on earth, Tamlane ?
"

44 She 's not so fair as yourself, Janet."
44
Is not Elfinland a bonnier place than the

earth, Tamlane ?
"

44 'T is a bonny place, indeed, Janet, but

every seventh year there
J

s one of us must go
to the fiend, and I fear it will be myself, Ja-
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net. Only the maid that I love can save me,

and there 's none that I love but you, Janet."
" And what must I do ?

"
whispered fair

Janet, and Tamlane answered joyfully :

"
To-night is Halloween, and she that

dares to stand by the old Miles Cross can free

her own true love from all the magic of Elfin-

land. Are you my own true love, Janet ?
"

" And what should I do if I were, Tam-
lane ?

"

" You must go alone to the Cross, Janet.

'Tis an eerie, fearsome way, but no harm

will come to her who goes forth in the

gloom of the midnight, if it be to save her

own heart's love. You must take holy
water in your hand and sprinkle it in a great

circle round about. When the bell strikes

twelve, all the folk of Elfinland will ride by,

and I shall be among them."
" But how shall I know you, Tamlane ?

"

" Let the first company pass, Janet ; let

the second, too, go by; but when the third

company draws close, then if your love is

true and your heart does not fail from fear,

you can see me and free me, for all the

powers of Elfinland."
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" Shall you be on the horse, Tamlane ?

"

"
I '11 be on my own milk-white steed,

Janet, and there '11 be a crown on my head be-

cause I was a knight ; and there '11 be a gold
star in the crown because I was a christened

child. Let pass the black horse, let pass

the brown, but cling fast to the milk-white

steed and pull the rider to the ground;"
and the great white horse neighed gently and

rested his head softly on Janet's shoulder.

Janet looked back and stroked his face.

" And if I forget how you look, Tamlane,
I '11 know you by the milk-white steed."

" When you have me, Janet, the trouble 's

only begun. Can you hold me fast and

have no fear ?
"

"
I never feared aught on the earth," said

Janet,
" and I '11 not begin to-night."

"But they'll come in awesome shapes,

Janet, and they '11 turn me to a lizard and

they '11 turn me to an adder, and then I '11 be

a flame of fire ; but last of all, I '11 lie in

your arms like a new-born babe, and if you
throw your green mantle over me, I '11 be a

man on earth again and your own true love

forever and aye."
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So to the church went fair Janet, and

called for the priest.
" Give me some holy water, I pray, for

to-night I must meet the fiends."

" Let me go with you," urged the priest,

but fair Janet shook her head.

"Sometimes one must meet the fiends

alone/' she said,
" and there 's one that I love

that says they 11 do me no harm if my love

is true, and my heart does not fail."

So over the moor and across the brook

and by the narrow path through the woods

went fair Janet with the holy water in her

hand; and when she came to Miles Cross,

she sprinkled the holy water all around, and

then she stood still and clung to the Cross

for fear, for over the little hill came riding

the folk of Elfinland. The first company
passed, and the second passed. Then came

the black horse, and the rider was something
terrible to look upon, and Janet, who had

never feared anything on earth, began to

tremble. Then came the brown horse, and

the rider was even more terrible, and Janet,

who had never feared anything on earth, felt

a cold chill strike her heart. Then came the
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milk-white steed. She trembled no more,

and her heart was warm again, for the rider

was her own true love.

The milk-white steed neighed softly, and

she threw her arms about his neck, and she

pulled the rider down. Such an eldritch

screech arose from the ghastly company that

the moon hid her face behind a cloud, and

the great gray owl on the tree cried,
" Hoot !

"

and flew far away into the forest ; but Janet

only looked into the eyes of her own true

love, and clasped him firmly to her heart.

In a moment he was gone, and she was hold-

ing a loathsome lizard to her breast. She

shut her eyes, but she would not let it go.

Then the lizard vanished, and now she was

clinging to an adder that hissed and twined,

but she would not let it go. Then the adder

vanished, and her arms were empty of aught
save a flame of fire that rose above her and

whispered fearsome words in her ear, but she

would not let it go. And then the fire was

gone, and in her arms he lay like a new-born

babe, and she threw her green mantle over

him and kissed him on the lips, for her true

love was all her own.
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The horrible company disappeared, but

from over the hill came a voice more hateful

than one could dream, for it was the angry
voice of the Queen of Elfinland, and it

shrieked :

" If I had known, Tamlane, that you had

looked upon the woman that would steal

you from me, I would have plucked out

your two gray eyes and put in two eyes of

wood; and if I had known, Tamlane, that

your heart had had a thought of the woman
that would steal you from me, I would have

plucked out your warm, red heart and put
into your breast a heart of stone; and if

yesterday I had been wise, Tamlane, as wise

as I am to-day, I would have paid my toll to

the fiend seven times over before you should

have been stolen away from me."

The bell on the tower struck one, and the

moon shone bright. Tamlane and fair Janet

walked together in the narrow little path

through the ferns and under the pine-trees to

the great door of the hall, and contentedly

stepping after them, there followed on the

milk-white steed.
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I
GOT no gold for your dower, Annie,

nor rents nor lands in fee."

"Truly, no, Lord Thomas," said

patient Annie.
" The lord of a castle grand should have

gold and silver to pay his merrymen, and he

should have noble steeds and brightly bur-

nished warcoats. There should be red jewels

at the hilt of his sword, and when he goes to

see the king, there should be green jewels

and blue jewels on the buckles of his shoes."
"
Truly, yes, Lord Thomas."

" And he should have rents and wide-

spreading lands in fee. I have little but my
bare castle walls, Annie ; but if I 'd had a

dower with you, I should have had rents

and gold, and lands as far as my eyes can

see."

"
I would that I had brought you a goodly

dower, Lord Thomas."
" You know that I love you well, Annie,

and you've been a true wife to me, and

you 've borne me seven fair young sons ;

but I 've neither gold nor land to give them.
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There's but one thing to do, Annie; you
must go away with your seven sons and I

will wed a new bride from some land far

over the sea who will bring me a great

dower." Then patient Annie began to plead

with him not to send her away.
"

I '11 bake your bridal loaf/' she said,
" and brew the bridal ale, and I '11 give the

welcome to your new lady, and I '11 never let

her know that I was once your bride ; but

do not send me away from the sight of you.

My seven young sons shall be her pages, and

I '11 do for her all that one woman may do

for another, but do not bid me depart where

I shall never look upon your face again."

Lord Thomas sailed away to the land be-

yond the seas, and after a year and a day

patient Annie went up to the highest tower

of the castle with her eldest son to see if her

lord's ship was coming over the ocean.

There was a sparkling and a shining far to

the westward.
" What see you, my eldest boy, far over

the water in the place where the sun goes
down?"

"
I see a shining and a sparkling, mother
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mine, and I see the topmast of my father's

vessel, and it 's all of the glittering gold,

and the mainmast is of silver, and there are

flags and banners streaming in the wind, and

it is coming straight to our own land."

"Look forth once again, my eldest son.

Is there anything more to see ?
"

" On the one side of the ship is a bonny
maiden, and she 's all in cloth of silver, and

she has jewels in her hair and around her

neck and on her fingers, and many a brilliant

lady in waiting is with her. On the other

side is my father, and he 's all in velvet and

gold. He ?

s looking up here to the high

tower, my mother. What may it mean?
Is it a fairy wonder ?

"

"No fairy wonder is it, my eldest son;

but I 'm no longer your father's wife, for a

noble lord must have gold and rents and

lands. I brought him no penny of dowry,
and that is why he had to go to some dis-

tant realm to bring him home a new bride

whose gold can pay the merrymen and buy
horses and jewels and swords."

"
I '11 meet him at the shore, and I '11 fight

him, mother mine.
1 '
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" Then you '11 break my heart, my eldest

son. You and your brothers six must dress

yourselves quickly in your silken clothes,

and you must go with me to the shore ; and

when the boat comes in and the lady steps

upon the land, you must take off your caps
and bow yourselves before her, and say,
'

Welcome, beautiful bride/ for she 's the

maiden that your father has brought from

some distant land to be his wife. You must

all be her pages, for to-night she '11 be

wedded to Lord Thomas, and I shall be her

waiting maid."

Then patient Annie took the loaf of the

white bridal bread and a golden pitcher of

the red bridal wine, and, leading her seven

fair sons, she went down to the shore to meet

Lord Thomas and his bride. The little boys
were all in silk, but their mother wore a

gown of the coarsest tow. "
I 'm but a serv-

ing maid," said she,
" to wait upon the bride

and her lord."

The pages took off their little caps and

knelt before the bride, as their mother had

taught them to do, and patient Annie bowed

herself like a lowly village maiden and of-
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fered the lady the wine and the white bridal

loaf.

"You're welcome to your own castle,

Lord Thomas," said Annie,
" and a welcome

to you, gentle lady. Welcome to your hall

and your bower and to your own home,

madam, for you 're to be the bride of my
lord, and all that 's here is yours."

There was a splendid teast, and all the

great ladies and the nobles from the distant

land sat long at the table, and patient Annie

served them faithfully and well with the

white bread and the brown bread and the

wine; but whenever she turned herself away
from the merry company, the salt tears fell

and fell, and at last she hung one napkin at

the door and another in the hall, so that she

might wipe her bright eyes whenever she

went out of the feasting-room.

When the bride left the merry company
to go to her bower to robe herself for the

wedding, patient Annie went high up to the

tower that looked over the land and the sea,

and there all by her lone self she made her

moan.

What shall I do ?
"
she sobbed. Shall
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I go to the salt, salt sea, or shall I wander

through the forest far and far away? No

longer can I bide in the castle, or my heart

will break."
" Not yet will your true heart break, my

lady," said a voice behind her ;

" there is

more yet for you to do."

Patient Annie wiped her eyes and turned

herself about, and there was an old, old man
who dwelt in the castle. Some believed that

he had dwelt there since the first stone was

laid in the castle wall.

"
I am an old, old man, my lady," said he,

" and I can see as far into what is to come

as you can see into what has been. Not to

the salt sea must you go, nor to the far-

spreading forest, not even to the little lane

that leads to the green meadow. When twi-

light comes on, the lady of the castle should

abide in her own house, and not wander forth

into the haunts of robbers and those that lie

in wait to do men harm."
"
Alas, the robbers have come to my own

house," said Annie.
" Did you not promise to do all that you

could to make the bride welcome, all that
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one woman could do for another?" asked

the old, old man.

"Yes," answered patient Annie, "and I

met her at the shore with the wine and the

white bridal bread, and I waited on her at

the feasting, and I gave her my own fair

sons to be her pages. What more could I

have done ?
"

"There's one thing more that you must

do for her," declared the old, old man.
" There 's no other lady in all the land that

can play on the harp so well as yourself. Go
take your harp, and sit you down outside the

door of her bower, and play to her and sing

to her. Sing all the sweet songs that you

sang in your own land before you came here

to be the bride of Lord Thomas."
" And must I do that too ?

"
sobbed pa-

tient Annie.
" You must if you would keep your vow,

my lady," said the old, old man.

So patient Annie wiped her eyes, and

braided her hair, and took her harp, and sat

outside the door of the lady's bower, where

she was robing herself in her finest attire to

wed the lord of the castle. Patient Annie
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harped, and then she sang so sweetly and so

sadly that the bower maidens all stopped
their work to listen.

"Now sing the merry songs that you sang
in your own land," bade the voice of the

old, old man ; and so, though it seemed as

if her heart would surely break, she sang the

merry songs that she had sung as a win-

some, happy young girl in her own land;

and she sang them so sweetly and so blithely

that even the bride stopped to listen.

u
Open the bower door," called the bride.

"Those are the songs of my own home,
and the voice is first sad and then joyful, like

the voice of my own dear sister."

So the bower maidens threw open wide

the door of the bower, and there sat patient

Annie. The tears were in her eyes, but she

sang cheerily the merry old songs.
" Where did you learn the sad songs and

where did you learn the gay ?
"
asked the

bride.

" In my own homeland far over the sea/'

answered patient Annie. The bride stood

still in the bower door. She had forgotten

her silken gown and her pearls and her dia-

10
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monds, and she had forgotten that the wed

ding guests were all waiting for her to com<

forth. She was looking and looking a

patient Annie, and thinking and thinking o

her own home in the distant land.
" Who was your father, my girl ?

"
askec

she.
" Who was your mother ? Had yoi

ever a brother, and had you ever a littl<

sister whom you loved so dearly ?
"

" My father was the Earl of Wemyss,'
answered patient Annie. " The Countess o

Wemyss was my mother. I had a brothei

bold, but he had gone to the wars to fight

and there were none of us left at home savt

me and my one little sister whom I loved sc

dearly."
" How came you here ?

" asked the bride
"

I wedded the one that I love best/' saic

Annie.
" Where is your dower, and why are yoi

serving at the castle ?
"

" Do not ask me more, my lady," begged

patient Annie, "or my heart will break

There 's yet one trouble that might come tc

me if I should not keep my vow, for 1

might be driven far away from him whom
I love best"
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" When I was but a wee, wee maid," said

the bride, looking straight into the eyes of

patient Annie,
"
I had a fair older sister ; but

when we were one day on the shore, a

stranger ship came up to the land, and when

it sailed, a Scottish lord bore away with him

my own dear Annie. May he meet the evil

death that he deserves !

"

" Oh no, no, dear sister ! Wish no such

wishes against my own lord," cried Annie.
" Now I am sure," said the bride, and

kissed her over and over again.
" You are

my own sister Annie, and Lord Thomas is

the Scottish lord who bore you afar from

your home, and for the sake of my dower

and half of it is your own, Annie he put

you away and he would marry me. Will

you leave him and go home with me,

Annie?"
"
I cannot leave my own lord," murmured

patient Annie,
"
for I love him best of all

the world."

Then came a messenger from Lord

Thomas: "My bride tarries long. The

guests wait and the minstrels wait."

"Coming, coming, Lord Thomas," an-
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swered the lady from over the sea.
" Your

own true bride will no longer delay."

Very soon was the beautiful bride led

into the feasting hall The minstrels played,
and the guests all rose from their benches

to drink her health. Then Lord Thomas
lifted the veil from her face.

"
It 's my own dear Annie," he said ; and

he put his arms about her and kissed her

once and many times.

"Never again will I put her away and

take another bride !

"
he cried ;

"
no, not for

all the dowers that there are in all the world."

Then the lady from over the seas stood

before him, and she said :

"Would that I could carry my sister

home with me to the distant land, but I '11

leave her four of the five good ships that

brought me over the sea. They 're filled to

the gunwale with bright red gold ; and there

are seven other ships that are filled with

shining silver, and six of them I '11 leave

with her, so that if she would come to her

homeland at any time, there '11 be ships, and

there '11 be sailors bold who are ready to do

her bidding."



HOW ROBIN HOOD
SERVED THE KING *

BEING
a king is dull work," said his

Majesty.
" Will your Royal Highness be

pleased to order the goldsmiths to make you
a new crown, or will you ride forth in the

royal coach, or will you graciously accord an

audience to your faithful nobles, or will you

deign to look upon the new gilding of the

throne and brighten it by your inestimable

approval ?
"

" No, I won't," answered the King.
"

I Ve
done those things ever since I can remember,
and so has every other king, and now I mean
to have something new and different. I 'm

sick of palaces. The hangings flap, and I

don't like it. There are too many cushions

on my throne, and I don't like that. I want

the sky over my head and the ground under

my feet."

" Will your Majesty be pleased to walk

in the royal park ?
" asked the First Lord in

Waiting.
" No, I won't," declared the King.

"
I 'm
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going to the forest, and I hope there '11 be

some people there that never saw a palace."

"There are some that ought to see a

gallows," muttered the First High Councilor

to himself, but to the King he said :

" Has your Majesty no fear of harm to

your invaluable life ? They say that Robin

Hood himself has been seen not far from

here."

"
I don't believe Robin is half so bad as

the Sheriff of Nottingham is always making
him out to be. Any way, I

Jm the King,
and I 'm not afraid to meet him ; for if I

was afraid of any man in my kingdom, then

he 'd be the King and I 'd be I don't

know what. Get the horses, and a dozen of

you go with me, and then if Robin shoots

us all why, they '11 make me a saint.

They made George a saint for clearing the

land of one dragon, and I shall have cleared

it of thirteen useless men, and that 's better."

" Your Majesty's jests are always so bril-

liant," said one of the courtiers.

" Jest ! that 's no jest. That 's the multi-

plication table thirteen times one is thir-

teen," declared the King.
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So the King and the twelve Lords in

Waiting went out into the forest ; but when

it was time to return, the King would not

return.

" Why should I go back ?
"
he queried.

"
They 've been making laws for five hun-

dred years, and they can get along without

any new ones for one while."

Then the twelve lords had to build up the

best shelter that they could, and shoot deer

and rabbits and catch fish in the rivers for

their food. They hoped that the King would

soon be tired of it all, and they were quite

discouraged when he said :

"
I don't see that Robin intends to come

to court. Get thirteen monks' cloaks and

we '11 go to call on him."

Very unwillingly the lords put on the

monks' cloaks, and mounted their horses, and

rode from Fountain Abbey down to Bernis-

dale, and there stood Robin Hood with some

of his men. He took the King's horse by
the bridle :

"
Abbot," said he,

"
I know you church-

men well. You live in pomp and pride, and

you starve the poor men that pay you tithes."
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"
I am a messenger from the King," de-

clared his Majesty.
" A curse light upon every one that would

work him harm," said Robin.

"Are you not cursing yourself?" asked

the King.
"

I am a true man," said Robin,
" and I 've

never yet hurt any man who was honest. I

never harm the husbandman or the hunter

or the parish priest; but when I meet friar

or monk or bishop who lives on other men's

toil, then I empty his pockets that I may fill

the poor man's."

Robin led the King to his abode, and the

twelve lords in their monks' cloaks followed

trembling. In a moment Robin blew his

horn, and one hundred and ten of his good
men came marching up and bent the knee

before him.
"
Pay your reverence to this man too,"

bade Robin,
"
for he is a messenger from our

own good King."
A great banquet was spread, and they all

drank to the health of the King till two bar-

rels of ale and two tuns of wine had flowed.

"Show the King's messenger what you
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can do," commanded Robin ; and then came

such brave archery as neither the King nor

the twelve lords had ever seen.

"
I thank you heartily," said the guest,

"and I would gladly return your kindness.

If I could get your pardon from the King,
would you be true to him ?

"

" In faith I would," answered Robin, "and

so would every one of my men."
"
I 'm the King myself," said his Majesty.

" Come up to Nottingham town and 1 11

give you a pardon as big as a cartwheel, and

I
J

ll give you fifty pounds of good red gold
to go with it. Do you go into the town

first," he added, for he was now in most

merry mood, and was minded to see what

would come of it all.

Then Robin and all his men drew up in

line and marched into Nottingham town.

They blew their horns so loud and rode so

fearlessly that all the people thought that

some bold outlaws had come to take the

towru The ploughman left his plough in

the furrow and ran, and the blacksmith ran

so fast that he forgot to drop the red-hot iron

that he held in his tongs. The housewife
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threw her best bed over her shoulder and

ran with all her might, scattering feathers all

the way behind her. The cook was just

lifting an iron pot off from the fire, and she

ran with it still in her hand, and the hot

potatoes fell to the right and to the left as

she scurried along. The barber had bought
him a new pole, and he had no mind to let

that fall into the hands of the vagabonds, so

he put it over his shoulder and ran. The

goodwife had just baked a cake, and she put
it under her arm and ran, not knowing that

the little boys were following on behind her

and picking out the plums as they went

along. There was no time to take the baby
out of the cradle, so the nurse caught up
cradle and all. The baby rolled out on the

turf, but the nurse ran on with the cradle.

The baker was making his bread, and he

ran with both hands full of dough to throw

at the rogues that had come to town. The
blind beggars found that they could see, and

the lame beggars found that they could walk,

and they all ran away together. The dogs

scampered wildly to and fro and looked as

proud and important as so many drum
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majors; and the cats ran up into the trees

and spit at the dogs as they went by. The

King laughed heartily. He threw off his

monk's cloak and called :

"
Stop ! come back, all you good people.

I 'm the King, and this is Robin Hood, and

I 've been his dinner guest, and it is n't

polite for a man to hang his host, so 1
5ve

pardoned him. Now, Master Sheriff, don't

you be too hard on our good men and true

who live in the merry greenwood."
" The Lord Sheriff has honored me by

dining with me and passing the night in my
company," said Robin, with a sly glance at

the Sheriff.

" Did you pay your reckoning ?
"

de-

manded the King, turning suddenly upon the

Sheriff, who stammered and said he " be-

lieved not."

"Now 's the time," said the King.
"
I was

a dinner guest and I gave my host fifty

pounds. You spent the night with him and

had your dinner too, and you ought to give

him at least one hundred pounds. There 's

no time like now, so draw out your long

purse and count it down." Then the Sheriff
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had to draw out his long purse and count

down one hundred pounds.
" Thank you kindly, sir," said Robin with

pretended meekness; "and might I be so

bold, your Royal Highness, as to ask a favor

of the Lord Sheriff?"
" Of course you may," declared the King.

" He '11 be only too glad to do you a good
turn." Then Robin said to the Sheriff:

" There 's one of my men who would be

the better for a little stay in the town.

Will your Lordship be so good as to make
him the porter at your gate for but three

days?"
" Of course he will !

"
exclaimed the King,

and the Sheriff was forced to smile and

answer :

" Most willingly, good Robin Hood."

Then Robin and his men all made their

submission to the King, and he gave them a

pardon as big as a cartwheel, and away they
went back to the good greenwood, all but

Little John, who stayed in town to be the

porter of the Lord Sheriff for three days.

Now when night came, the Sheriff went

to bed in a little room high up in the tower,
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and bolted his door well, for he knew not

what might come to pass before the light of

the morning. Just as the bell rang twelve,

there was a knock. The Sheriff pretended
to be asleep, but it was of no use, for Little

John put his shoulder to the door and broke

away the bolt.

" Here 's a guest for you," he called.
" Do

you bid me bring the best wine and the best

white bread for him ?
"

"
Yes, surely," answered the Sheriff, trem-

bling, for he saw that the guest was no other

than William Scarlet. The porter brought

up the best wine and the best white bread,

and the guest ate heartily. Then he drew

forth his wallet and brought out a little loaf

that was made of the acorn meal, and said :

" You gave me so willingly of your bread

that I will give you of mine;" and the

Sheriff dared not refuse to eat the bitter loaf

to the last crumb. Then the stranger said :

" Now that you have so generously given
me of your wine, I will give you of mine ;

"

and he gave the Sheriff a bott' 2 of water.

The Sheriff seized it eagerly but it was

water from the salt sea.
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" Drink it," ordered the stranger, and the

Sheriff drank it. Just before the first ray

of the morning, the stranger said farewell

and departed.

The second night the Sheriff fastened his

door with two bolts ; but as the bell rang

twelve, there was a knock, and although the

Sheriff again pretended to be asleep, Little

John put his shoulder to the door and broke

both bolts.

" Here is a sick man," said he,
" and your

goodness of heart is so great that I know

you would rather get up from your bed and

lie on the floor to make him comfortable."

Then the Sheriff got up shivering and laid

himself down on the cold stone floor, while

the sick man, who looked much like a very
well man, lay in the soft, warm bed. Just

before the first ray of the morning, Friar

Tuck arose from the bed, said farewell, and

departed.

The third night the Sheriff fastened his

door with three bolts and went to bed feeling

very safe ; ut just as the bell rang twelve,

there was a lock at the door. The Sheriff

called out :
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" You can't get in here, you rascals !

"

but Little John put his shoulder to the door,

and in a moment all three bolts gave way.
" There is a stranger here who has lost his

way," said Little John. "
I knew that you

would wish to come and show him which

road to take. He is in haste, so you need

not stop to dress yourself."

The Sheriff was mortally afraid, and he

trembled so that he almost fell down the

stairs. At the door Little John took one

arm and the traveler the other, and the

Sheriff was forced to walk between them

wherever they chose to take him.

They led him through the silent streets

of Nottingham, and the watchmen at the

gate only turned their backs and pretended
to hear nothing, as the three men went out

beyond the city wall. Far along the high-

way they walked without saying a word, and

then up a little hill.

"
They 're going to hang me !

"
thought

the poor frightened Sheriff, for he knew well

that at the top of this little hill stood the

gloomy gallows-tree. The Sheriff was right,

for when they came to the top of the hill,
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the traveler drew forth from under his cloak

a strong new rope, and he and Little John

slipped it over the Sheriff's head.

"Now pull him up," bade the traveler, and

Little John pulled ; but before he pulled, he

slipped the rope down over the Sheriff's

shoulders till it was about his waist. High
up in the air swung the Sheriff, and there he

stayed, with Little John and Robin Hood to

watch him, until the first light of the morn-

ing was coming behind the hills.

" You hanged a man a week ago but for

to get his gold and gear," said Robin. "
I 've

sworn to be a true servant of the King, and

the first thing that I '11 do for him is to give

him an honest sheriff. You '11 find your
clothes at the foot of the hill, and the man
at the city gate will look far away to the

south as you turn to the north. You can

say to the King that you 've been out ever

since the bell rang twelve to make sure that

bad men should do no harm in his fair town

of Nottingham."
After this the Sheriff hanged no more men

to get their gold and gear.



THE FALSE KNIGHT *

GOODMAN,"

said his goodwife, "our

wee laddie wants to go to the

school."
" And what does he want to go to the

school for ?-
" asked the goodman.

" When
I sell a sheep on a market day, can't he count

the silver shillings as well as I can ?
"

" But he wants to go."
"

It 's only great folks' sons that go to the

school," objected the goodman.
" And you 'd be as fine a knight as any

of them/' said his goodwife shrewdly,
"
if

only you had a helmet and a sword and a

shield." Then the goodman had a thought,
but all he said was :

"
Well, goodwife, if he goes to school, he

shall drive a flock of sheep with him, for

they 'd be as good at the learning as he."

" So he shall," thought the goodwife,
" and

he shall sell one of them by the way and

buy him some books, and he shall have just

as many as if he was a knight's son."

So the wee laddie set out for school with a

whip and a flock of sheep ; and on the way
ii
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he sold a sheep, and he bought a great pack
of books that he carried on his back, all but

one, and that was wide open in his left hand,

while his whip was in his right; and as he

went along, he drove the sheep with the

whip, and he studied from his book, and he

said aloud :

"
B-a, ba ; b-a, ba."

He went down the lane and on the road

through the woods, and at last he was in the

king's highway, and when he came to the

crossroads, there was a knight on horseback.

He had a helmet and a sword and a lance

and a shield ; and as the wee laddie came up,

saying at the top of his voice, "B-a, ba;

b-a, ba," the knight held his lance across the

road and said :

"Stop, and tell me where you are go-

ing."
"

I 'm going to the school, and I 'm study-

ing my lesson. B-a, ba; b-a, ba," said the

wee laddie.
" What 's that on your back ?

"
asked the

knight.
"
It 's my books," said the wee laddie, and

he went on,
"
B-a, ba ; b-e, be."
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"And what have you on your arm?"
asked the knight.

"
It 's my whip," said the wee laddie ; but.

he did not stop his "
B-a, ba ; b-e, be."

" Whose sheep are those ?
"

asked the

knight.

"Mine and my mother's," said the wee

laddie. "B-a, ba; b-e, be; b-i, bi."

" How many of them are mine ?
"
asked

the knight.
"
Every one that has a blue tail," said the

wee laddie.
"
B-a, ba ; b-e, be ; b-i, bi ; ba,

be, bi."

Then the knight pretended to be angry
that so wee a laddie should get the better

of him, and he said :

"
I wish you were up in yonder tree."

" With a good ladder under me," retorted

the wee laddie, and he called louder than ever :

"
B-a, ba ; b-e, be ;

B-i, bi ; and a ba, be, bi ;

B-o, bo"

But the knight broke in upon him and

said :

"Then I wish that the ladder would

break."
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" And you 'd have a fall. B-o, bo, and a

ba, be, bi, bo."

"
I wish you were in the sea," said the

knight
" With a good strong boat under me.

B-u, bu," called the wee laddie.

" Then I 11 wish that the boat would

break in two," cried the knight.
" And you 'd be drowned. Ba, be, bi, bo,

bu," said the boy.
" You 're clean daft," said the knight.

" Get along to your school, and I '11 drive

the sheep myself."

So the wee laddie let the stranger knight
have the sheep, and he went on happily to

school. When he came home, his mother

said :

" Now, wee laddie, tell us what you have

learned at school ;

" and the wee laddie stood

up before the fireplace and put his hands be-

hind his back and repeated :

"
B-a, ba ; b-e, be ;

B-i, bi ; and a ba, be, bi ;

B-o, bo ; and a ba, be, bi, bo ;

B-u, bu ; and a ba, be, bi, bo, bu."
44 There 's many a fine gentleman's son
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that couldn't do that," said the goodwife

proudly ; but the goodman asked :

"
Laddie, where are the sheep ?

"
and the

wee laddie answered :

" A stranger knight came along the way,

and I let him have them to drive home."

Then the goodwife threw her apron over

her head and sobbed :

" And he
;

s only a stupid for all he
5

s been

to school."

"How did the stranger knight look?"

asked the goodman.
" He had an ox-goad for a lance, and a

pig-knife for a sword, and an old cow-skin

tied over a tin pan for a shield, and he wore

a brass kettle on his head."

" And you 'd give the sheep to a fool like

that !

"
exclaimed the goodman.

"But I knew it was my own father the

first look I had at him," said the wee laddie.

The goodwife threw off her apron and

danced for joy and cried :

" And will you tell me who 's the stupid

now, goodman V
"
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THERE
is n't a butterfly or a bird that

would stay in the house such a sum-

mer's day as this. It 's a pity if an

earl's daughter can't be as wise as a butter-

fly, and I 'm going out under the green oak-

tree to sit in the sun."

So Earl Mar's daughter laid by her silken

work and went out to sit in the summer
sun. She sat down under the green oak-

tree, and she made wreaths of the oak leaves,

and here and there she put in a white daisy.

She laid the wreath on her head, and then

she said to herself:

" How I wish some one was here to tell

me how I look !

" She did not know that

she had spoken aloud, but high up on a

branch of the oak-tree was a dove, and it was

looking down at her and it cooed softly.
"

I did not know that doves could talk,"

she said,
" but I am almost sure that this one

said,
*

Sweet, sweet.' I wish he would come

down," and she called to the pretty turtle-

dove in the tree :
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"
Coo-me-doo, Coome-doo, if you

5

11 come

down and live with me, 1 11 give you a cage

of gold instead of the branch of an oak-tree,

and I '11 take you home to my own bower.

The walls are hung with silk, and there 's a

silken cushion that the Queen's daughter

gave me, and you shall sit on it when you
will ; and I '11 kiss you, and smooth your

pretty feathers till you are the fairest bird in

all the world."

She was talking half to herself, for she did

not really believe that the dove would come

down; but come he did. He flew three

times around the tree, and then lighted gently
on her head.

She carried him home and put him into a

fair golden cage, and beside the cage was the

silken cushion ; and when he chose, he sat

on the silken cushion, and Earl Mar's

daughter gave him cakes and wine from a

golden dish, and kissed him and smoothed

his feathers till they shone like silver, and he

was the fairest bird in all the world.

When night was come, Earl Mar's daugh-
ter saw that Coo-me-doo was fast asleep in

the golden cage. She turned to bolt her
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door, and then gave a last look at the cage
to make sure that he was safe.

"
It 's a wicked thief that has taken Coo-

me-doo," she cried, for the cage was empty.
"

1 11 tell my father and the rogue shall be

hanged."
From a corner of the room behind her

came a voice :

" Coo-me-doo would be in the cage if I

was n't here, but please don't hang me."

Earl Mar's daughter looked around in af-

fright, for it was a strange voice ; and when

she turned, she saw a strange man standing
behind her. She knew that he was a prince

because he was so handsome. He wore vel-

vet clothes, and from his shoulder hung a

long silken mantle, and he had a golden

chain, and his sword had a golden hilt with

a great flashing ruby. He held his hat in

his hand, and the hat had a long white

plume that swept the ground as he made her

a low bow.
" Who are you ?

"
she cried,

" and where

did you come from ?
"

" My mother is a queen," he said in a

low, gentle voice that somehow reminded
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her of Coo-me-doo's notes.
"

I flew across

the sea this very morning, for I was the

turtle-dove that you coaxed down from the

green oak-tree. I
J

ve come all this long way
to see Earl Mar's fair daughter, and it 's she

whom I love so that I would die for her."

" How did you get into my bower V
"

asked Earl Mar's daughter, for she could not

understand yet how so wonderful a thing
had come to pass.

"Have you forgotten the turtle-dove?

It's not so soon that I would forget you.

My mother knows magic, and she turned

me into a dove, for she said, 'You like to

roam and to wander here and there, and I

fear you '11 come to harm ; but no one will

hurt a turtle-dove, so a dove you shall be by

day. But when the twilight comes, you'll
not want to wander, and then you shall be a

man again, so that you will not forget that

you 've a mother far over the seas ; and some

day you '11 come back to her.'
"

" Then you '11 leave me some day *?
"

"
I '11 never leave you but to come back

to you, if you '11 be my own true love."

And so it was that Earl Mar's daughter
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became the wife of the prince that was a

dove by day. Seven long years and more

they dwelt together in the bower, but no one

knew that the prince was there, for when

any one came to the bower, there was al-

ways Earl Mar 's daughter all alone save for

a turtle-dove that sat in a golden cage or on

a silken cushion. Seven fair sons she bore,

but Coo-me-doo carried them away when

they were very small to dwell with his mo-

ther the Queen.
" The birds of the air know many things,"

he said,
" and if I take them away from you,

it is so that you will have them ; if I left

them with you, you would not have them."

One unhappy day Earl Mar's daughter
was sitting in her bower, and Coo-me-doo

was on the silken cushion beside her, when
she heard her father's voice :

" Put on the robe of blue silk that 's the

color of your eyes, and put on the amber

beads that are the color of your hair, and put

rings on your fingers and a chain around

your neck, and put a golden star in your
hair, for there 's a lord of high degree that 's

come to ask you to be his bride."
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" O Coo-me-doo, my own true love, what

shall I say to my father? for the lord of

high degree will carry me away whether I

will or not."

"Don't you fear, Earl Mar's daughter.

There ?

s sometimes one thing, and there are

sometimes two things that the birds of the

air could tell even a lord of high degree if

they would. Don't you grieve, and don't

you fear, but put on your best attire and go
to the wedding. Before it 's over, you '11 be

glad that you are there, but the lord of high

degree will wish that he was safe in his own

castle."

So Earl Mar's daughter put on her jewels

and her fine robes and went out of her bower

to meet the lord of high degree. Her father

took her by the hand and led her to him,

and the lord bent low before her, and then

he knelt on one knee and clasped her
lily-

white fingers ; and as he kissed them, a great,

round tear dropped from her eyes and fell

upon his hand.
" For such a pearl as that," said he,

" a

man should give diamonds," and he clasped

a diamond necklace about her neck ;

" and
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here 's a ruby, too, to keep it company." But

Earl Mar's daughter only thought of another

ruby that was in the hilt of the sword of her

own prince, and another tear fell.

"
I thank you," she said,

" but there 's no

man in all the land and the sea that I wish

to wed. I 'd rather live alone in my bower

with my dear dove Coo-me-doo." The lord

of high degree looked puzzled, and said :

" But I have strings of pearls for you and

a great castle over the sea, and you shall be

its lady. We '11 be married in the morn-

ing, shall we not ?
" and he looked at Earl

Mar.
u Of course you shall," declared Earl Mar,

" and to-morrow morn before I eat or drink,

I '11 kill that bird with my own hand."

Now Coo-me-doo, sitting in his cage,

knew what had been said, as the birds of

the air always do, and he whispered to him-

self:

" Time for me to go."
He flew across the land, across the raging

sea, and far beyond the shore of the sea till

he came to his mother's castle, and there he

lighted on a tower. The Queen was walk-
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ing out under the trees in her long crimson

gown and with a crown on her head. She

looked up to the high tower, and then she

gave a little cry ofjoy.
"

It 's my own son come back to me at

last," she said.
" Get twelve dancers to

dance and twelve minstrels to harp and to

sing, for my own son 's come back to his

mother's castle, and he '11 abide with me for

aye."

But the prince said :

"
No, mother, it 's not the time yet for the

twelve dancers to dance or for the twelve

minstrels to harp and to sing, for the mother

of my seven sons is in great distress. Her

father has given her to a lord of high degree,

and to-morrow is to be her wedding-day."
" Then you and I and her own seven

fair sons will save her," declared the Queen.
" Now tell me what we shall do for her ?

"

and the prince replied :

" Instead of twelve dancers to dance and

twelve minstrels to harp and to sing, get me
four and twenty good strong men."

" That will I do," promised the Queen,
"and four and twenty more if you will, and
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we '11 bring home your own bonny bride

away from all those lords of high degree."
But the prince shook his head.
"
No, mother, Earl Mar has many merry-

men, and he could bring out three to our

one ; but there 's sometimes one thing and

sometimes two things that the birds of the

air can do and he can not. Will you give
the four and twenty good strong men stout

gray feathers and turn them into storks?

and will you turn my seven sons into seven

swans, and me myself into a gay gos-
hawk ? and then 1 11 be a bird of high

degree," he added.

The Queen sighed and said :

"I would do all in the world for you and

for your winsome bride and for your seven

sons, but I fear me that this is beyond my
power."

" Can you get no one to help you,
mother ?

" asked the prince.

The Queen shook her head, then suddenly
she exclaimed :

"
I mind me now of an old woman that

lives in the lane under the old oak-tree, and

mayhap she has more skill than I."
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"
It was under an oak-tree that I found my

own true love," murmured the prince.

Now the next day there was a great

wedding party at the house of Earl Mar.

There were minstrels and there were dancers,

and the guests walked up and down on the

lawn and waited for the wedding train to

come out of the hall; and while they waited,

a cloud came over the sun and they heard a

great fluttering of wings, and when they
looked up they saw a wonderful sight, for

there were four and twenty strong gray storks,

and above the storks flew seven white swans,

and above the swans flew all alone a great

gay goshawk, a bird of high degree. They
had flown over the sea to come to the wed-

ding of Earl Mar's daughter.

They lighted on the tall oak-trees and

looked at the hall door and waited for some-

thing to happen; and the guests, who had

forgotten all about the wedding train, stood

and looked at the birds and waited for some-

thing to happen.

By and by the wedding train came out of

the hall door, and then something happened,
for the four and twenty strong gray storks
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seized upon the boldest men, so that they
could not fight and could not go for help.

The swans bound the bridegroom fast to

an oak-tree, and then they flew in and out

among the bridesmaids, and in the twinkling
of an eye, the storks and the swans and the

bird of high degree and the winsome bride

were gone ; and before long there was no-

thing to be seen of them but the flashing of

the star in the hair of Earl Mar's daughter.

There was nothing that the company
could do or say. An old man who was one

of the guests shook his head awesomely and

hobbled home the nearest way. Never a

word did he whisper till his door was shut

and bolted, and then he said to himself:
" Old man, you 've been at weddings for

eighty years, but such a wedding-day as this,

old man, you 've never seen before."
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DID
you hear a far-away music, my

maidens ?
" asked the King's daugh-

ter.

" What was it like ?
"
said they.

"
It was like all the sweetest sounds that

were ever heard and like all the sweetest

words that were ever said. Did you not

hear it ?
"

"
No," said they, and they whispered to

one another :

fc ' The King's daughter is daft. It is only
the running of the river that she hears ;

"

but the King's daughter said to herself:

" Then it must be meant for me."

By and by she called again :

"
Maidens, did you see a beautiful thing

over where the wave beats on the rock ?
"

" What was it like ?
" asked they.

"
It was like the sunlight and the moon-

light, and the diamonds in the King's crown,

and the pearls about the Queen's neck, and

the morning light on the snowdrops in the

garden. Did you not see it?
"
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"No," they answered, and again they

whispered to one another :

" The King's daughter is daft. It is only
the spray of the wave beating upon the rock

that she sees." But the King's daughter said

to herself:

" Then it must be meant for me."

By and by she heard some words so softly

whispered that she knew her maidens could

not have heard them, and so she did not ask ;

but she left the others by the seashore, and

wandered away to the bank of the river all

by her lone self. A bonny blue bird flew

out of a bush, and as he brushed close to her

ear, he sang :

"
Coming, coming, he 's coming !

" and

then the bird drank of the clear, bright river,

and flew up into the clear, bright sky.
"
Oh, woe 's my heart," grieved the King's

daughter.
" The bonny bird drinks his fill

of the river, but my own true love who sings
me sweet music and shows me fair visions

does not come to me. I '11 even go back to

my own bower and weep for him, for my
heart is sore."

"
Coming, coming, coming," sang the blue

bird up in the clear, bright sky.
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The King's daughter went back to the

palace, and as she came in at one door of the

hall, a minstrel came in at the other. His

robe was of sea-green, and it flowed and rip-

pled about his feet like the waves of the

ocean. Long strings of pearls hung down
from his throat to the hem of his garment.
His harp was made of a great sea shell, and

as he walked he scattered around him bright

bits of scarlet and pink coral. He played
and he played and he played, and then he

sang beautiful, strange songs of the caves

down under the sea, of the mosses that

waved to and fro with every trembling of

the water, of brightly colored fishes that

swam about and in and out of the seaweeds

that bent over them and rose again when

they had passed on.

"That is all very fine," said the King's

jester, "but there are monsters down under

the sea, and there are demons, and there are

great, fierce ocean streams that seize one and

drag him away and away to the place where

all things are as if they never were. Why
does he not sing of them ? And then there

are mermen and nixies, and they woo the
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maidens on the earth, and down under the

sea they carry them, and they steal the souls

of the earth-maidens. Why does he not

sing of them ?
"

But the minstrel in the sea-green gown
kept on playing, and as he chanted of the

world under the sea, he fixed his eyes upon
the King's daughter. The King and the

Queen and all the courtiers gazed at him, as

if they were fascinated. They did not speak
and they did not move, and slowly the head

of every one except the princess sank lower

and lower until it rested on his breast and

they were all asleep. The Jester, too, was

almost overcome by the magic sleep that was

upon him, but he crept to the feet of the

King's daughter and murmured with his eyes
half closed :

" Remember, my princess, that there is al-

ways one way of escape. There is always a

moment when one may become free. Say it

over after me, my princess," he pleaded ; and

the King's daughter said it over, but her

voice sounded to him as if it was far away,
and before she had finished the last words, the

Jester was fast asleep on the floor at her feet.
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Then the minstrel in the sea-green robe

gazed long and steadily at the King's daugh-

ter, and the maiden rose slowly and moved
towards him.

" Was it you," she asked,
" who made the

wonderful music that my maidens could not

hear ?
'' and the minstrel bowed low before

her.

"And was it you," she asked, "who
showed me the beautiful vision that my
maidens could not see ?

" and again the min-

strel bowed low.
" And was it you," she asked,

" who whis-

pered to me the words that were for me
alone of all the world ?

"

The third time he bowed low, and then

turning suddenly, he cast aside his sea-green

robe, threw his arm about the King's daugh-

ter, and dragged her to his horse that stood

just outside the palace door.

" You came to me of your own free will,"

he hissed in her ear, "and now you shall

never escape me !

"

Over the field and through the forest flew

the great brown steed, and the nixie held the

King's daughter with his strong arm so firmly
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that she could not get away from him. The

palace grew smaller and smaller, and then it

was gone. The forest grew grayer and

grayer, and then it, too, was gone. The

clouds were different, the sky was different,

but the poor frightened maiden said over

and over to herself the Jester's words :

" ' There is always one way of escape.

There is always a moment when one may
become free.'

"
By and by the meaning of

the words came to her, and she began to take

courage.

Over the hills they went and through the

dales; and at last, when it was almost the

setting of the sun, they came to a lonely

valley far away from the homes of men.

There was a pool of still black water, and

the trees that stood about it had black trunks

that cast long, gloomy shadows across the

water and across a great gray rock that stood

alone in the middle of the pool.
" Wade in, my lady fair, wade in," bade

the nixie.

" The water is so black," said the King's

daughter, trembling.

"Wade in, wade in," commanded he.
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"But the water is so cold," pleaded the

King's daughter, and she shivered with chill

and with fright.
" Wade in," said he,

" and if you wade to

the rock in the middle of the pool
" and

then he laughed a mocking, goblin laugh

"why, surely, you will be safe."

The poor maiden could hardly stand, but

she stepped into the cold black water up to

her knees.
46 Wade in," said he; "this is where I 've

often watered my good brown steed;" and

again he laughed, and the maiden almost

sank down for fear ; but she dared not refuse,

though at the next step the water was up
to her golden girdle. She groaned and

sobbed :

"
Alas, the water is up to my golden gir-

dle/'

"Wade in, wade in," bade the terrible

nixie.
" You 're mine, for you came to me

of your own will. Seven kings' daughters
I 've drowned here in the waters of Wearie's

Well. I '11 make you the eighth, and then

I '11 toll the funeral bell for you all at once ;

"

and again he laughed, and again the maiden
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shuddered, but through her mind ran the

words of her father's Jester :

"There is always a moment when one

may become free," and she turned to the fear-

ful nixie and said calmly :

" Remember that I came to you of my
own free will, and grant me a boon. One
kiss from your comely mouth would com-

fort me before I die."

"
I will give you a kiss to pay for your

soul," said he, with the same mocking laugh,
" so throw your arms around my neck."

He rode a little way into the water and

bent far down over his saddle-bow. Then
the King's daughter threw her white arms

around his neck and pulled and pulled, and

the good brown steed bent his head lower

and lower, and the nixie slipped and slipped

until now the fair white arms of the maiden

were holding him down under the black,

still water.
" You Ve drowned seven kings' daughters

in the waters of Wearie's Well, and now

you shall go to be bridegroom to them, and

I myself will ring the wedding bell."

And then the maiden struggled until she
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caught fast hold of the mane of the good
brown steed, and with his help she made her

way safely to the land. But the nixie was

drowned ; for although he was a water-sprite,

the King's daughter had pulled him under

water so suddenly that he had not had time to

change his human form to that of a nixie,

and so he had drowned just the same as if

he had been a man.

Now the maiden was on dry land again.

The great brown horse stood close beside

her, and when she was ready to ride, he got
down on his knees so that she could mount,
all tired as she was ; and they went away like

the wind, out of the gloomy valley, over hill

and dale, and across meadows and streams,

till they had come again to the palace of the

King.

Very soon every one knew that the King's

daughter had come home again, and there

was the greatest rejoicing that any one ever

dreamed of. The good brown horse was

glad, too, for he as well as the maiden had

been afraid of the nixie, and he was glad to

be with human people again.
" He shall have a golden manger and be
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shod with golden shoes," said the princess,

as she stroked his long mane, "and no one

shall ever ride him but me."
u And the Jester shall sit on a high seat

in my hall," said the King, "and he shall no

more be called a jester, but he shall be called

the Counselor of the King, and every one

shall do him honor."



THE QUEENS CHAM-
PIONS

NOW
that Robin Hood is dead," said

King Henry,
" we 11 soon make an

end of all the bold outlaws in Sher-

wood Forest."
" Know you that he is dead ?

" asked

Queen Katherine.
" There 's word come from the North

Countree," answered King Henry, "that one

of his own men was false to him and that he

died on the gallows-tree by the castle gate."
" Think you that his own men would be

false to him?" asked Oueen Katherine.
" Why should not men be false to him as

to another ?
"
retorted the King.

"Why should not men be true to him
as to another ?

" asked the Oueen ; but the

King was gazing absently out of the castle

window and did not answer.
" And what are you planning now, my

I 'm planning the greatest shooting-
match that was ever held in Finsbury
Field," said the King.

"
1 11 call out every
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man that can aim an arrow, and he that wins

shall be captain of all my bowmen, and

we '11 clear the forest of* the bold outlaws."
"

I '11 lay you a wager that I can show

better archers than you, my King," said the

Queen, with a queer little smile about the

corners of her mouth.
44

1 11 take it," cried the King,
" and we '11

make it three hundred tuns of Rhenish wine,

and three hundred tuns of beer, and three

hundred of the fattest harts that run on Dal-

lom Lea."
44 And if I lose," said the Queen,

"
I '11

give it to your champions; but it'll take

half the tribute from my own little dowry

province for a good month to come."
44 And if I lose," said the King,

44

you may
give it all to your champions, and 1 11 even

send a company of good stout yeomen to

bear it home for them, wherever they may
abide."

Then the Queen went straight to her

bower and called her little foot-page.
44

Richard, my own little foot-page," she

said,
44
it's a long journey that you must take

for me, even to far-away Nottingham ; and
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you must go as fast as the wind, for there 's

a great wager 'twixt the King and me, and

you must bring me the champion bowman
that '11 be sure to win the day. Search the

forest well, and ask for the champion of

every good yeoman by the way."
" And what is his name, my Queen ?

"

queried the little foot-page.
"

I 'm almost fearing to tell you," said the

Queen,
"
for there are those that say he is

helped by the fiend himself; but he is a true

man, I know it well, and I '11 whisper his

name in your ear ;

"
so she softly whispered

a name that made the little foot-page jump
for joy.

"
I 'd gladly win my way to Nottingham

ten times over to have one sight of him,"

cried the page,
" and I '11 walk and I '11 run

and I '11 lose no time on the way, my
Queen !

"

" Here 's my own signet ring," said she,

"and when you find him, show it to him

and say that the Queen bids him hasten to

be her champion, and that she promises that

no ill shall come to him or his."

So the little foot-page went on his way to
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Nottingham. Sometimes he walked and

sometimes he ran. He peered into every
forest path, and he asked every honest yeo-
man that he met, but nowhere could he find

the brave champion.
He made no stop for food or drink until

he came to Nottingham town. Then as he

sat at the hostelry, he drank a health to his

Queen.
" Do you come from the Queen ?

"
asked

a good yeoman who sat by his side,
" and

what is your business so far away in the

North Countree ?
" Then the little foot-

page told his errand, and the honest yeoman
said :

"
I know the champion well, and at break

of day I '11 lead you to him."

So at break of day the honest yeoman and

the little foot-page went far away into the

forest, and there they found the champion.
The foot-page doffed his little cap, and

dropped down on his knee, and showed the

Queen's signet ring, and gave her message.
The champion bowed low, and kissed the

ring, and took off his cloak of Lincoln green,
and said:
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" Go to the Queen, my little foot-page, and

carry her this as a sign that when the day
comes and the hour comes, her own cham-

pion will not fail her." Then the little page
went home joyfully and gave the message to

the Queen.
The King had sent his royal proclamation

to all the country around that on Finsbury
Field was to be a shooting-match the like of

which had never been seen before, and that

the man who won should be captain of the

King's archers, and that he and his merrymen
should have three hundred tuns of the best

Rhenish wine, and three hundred tuns of

beer, and three hundred of the fattest harts

that ran on Dallom Lea.

The day of the shooting came, and the

King and all his archers marched boldly into

Finsbury Field. With them was the Queen,

riding in a beautiful chariot all bedecked

with roses and fresh oaken boughs ; and for

a standard she had a hunting-cloak all of the

Lincoln green. The King's musicians made
their merriest music, the men waved their

tunics of many colors, the women waved the

green boughs of trees, and the little children



1 86 THE QUEEN'S CHAMPIONS

dropped roses wherever they went, and they
all shouted :

"
Long live King Henry and Queen

Katherine !

"

By and by there was silence for a moment.

Then the trumpets blew, and the King's
herald came forth in a mantle of bright blue

with shining silver fringe all around its edges
and silver embroidery above the silver fringe,

and he called out :

"
Hear, O you archers in all the land, for

whoever shall this day approve himself to be

the best of the archers shall be captain of the

King's bowmen. Then, too, shall he and his

merrymen have three hundred tuns of Rhen-

ish wine, and three hundred tuns of beer,

and three hundred of the fattest harts that

run on Dallom Lea. This is the word of

the King."
All the trumpets blared again and the

drums beat. Then the King stepped forth

and called to his first bowman :

"Measure out the line and set up the

willow wand."
" What need of measuring so carefully ?

"

asked haughty Clifton of the King's archers.
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" We be ready to shoot at the eagle that flies

over yonder hill, or at the sun and the moon,
if the King so wills it."

"
Fifteen-score paces is the measure," re-

plied the first bowman.
"
Child's play," said Clifton.

"
I '11 wager

my very bow that we win the day."
First shot three archers of the King, and

their arrows went within three fingers of* the

willow wand. Then came three archers of

the Queen, and their arrows were a full

hand's breadth away.
"The King's men win!" shouted the

people.
Then came the second trial, and now it

was the Queen's men who were three fingers

away and the King's men who were a whole

hand's breadth from the willow wand, and

the people shouted :

44A tie, a tie !

" and watched eagerly to see

what would happen.
Now came the last shot of the King's men.

One shot the bark from one side of the wand,
one shot the bark from the other, and one

arrow touched the top of the wand.
44 The King's men win !

"
cried the people,

13
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and the trumpets blared again and louder

than ever. Then there was silence, for the

Queen had bowed herself before the King.
"A boon !

"
she cried, and all the people

shouted :

" A boon, a boon for the Queen !

"

" Whatever you will," promised the King,
and the Queen said :

"
I have but three archers left. They

come from a far country, and mayhap they
fear to step forth among so many strange

people. Will you give your own royal

word that no harm shall come to them?

Will you grant them forty days to go and

forty days to come, and three times forty

days to sport and play as they will ?
"

The King kissed the Queen's white hand,

and led her to the seat beside himself on the

throne, and he said :

" Never does the Queen ask of me in vain,

for what she would have is hers before she

asks." Then the trumpets blared, and the

drums beat, and all the people shouted :

u
Long live good King Henry !

"

Afar off at the edge of the crowd there

was a little movement, and soon three men



THE QUEEN'S CHAMPIONS 189

came forward. One was dressed in white,

one in red, and the tallest of them all was in

Lincoln green. They made their way to

the dais and bent low before the throne.

Then they kissed the hand of the Queen and

stepped to the shooting-place. First shot

the man in white, and his arrow cleaved the

willow wand exactly in the centre. Then
shot the man in red, and his arrow went into

the hole that the first had made, and there

it stuck fast. The Queen turned red and

then white, and the crowd held their breath

to see the next shot. The man in green
bent his bow, and his shot split in twain the

arrow of the man in red, and both arrow and

wand broke into two pieces and fell on either

side of the butt.

Such a shout of delight arose from the

crowd as never had been heard before, even

on Finsbury Field. The musicians played
their best music, and the trumpets blared,

and the drums beat louder than ever.

"The prize belongs to the three cham-

pions of the Queen," announced the King a

little ruefully. "Let them come forward to

the throne."



190 THE QUEEN'S CHAMPIONS

So the First Grand Usher in Waiting was

sent to escort them to the throne; and as

they walked along the pathway, the people
cheered so that all the little birds fell to sing-

ing, and all the trees on all the hilltops

waved as if there was a great storm.
" And who are you ?

" asked the King,
" and from what far country do you come ?

"

But before they could answer, the Queen
said :

"Remember your royal word, my King,
that no touch of harm shall come to my
chosen champions."

" The royal word shall never be broken,"

declared the King. Then said the Queen :

"
I myself will be your remembrancer.

He in white is Much, the miller's son. He
in red is Little John, and they both be ser-

vants of one that abides in the forest. Their

master is he that wears the Lincoln green,

and his name is Robin Hood,"

The three men bowed low, and all the

people held their breath to see what the

King would say. Twice he opened his

mouth, and twice he shut it without speak-

ing. Then he looked at the Queen, and
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there was a mischievous twinkle in her eyes

that aroused him.
44 The royal word shall be kept," said he.

44 Give bold Robin Hood and his merry-

men the three hundred tuns of the best

Rhenish wine, and the three hundred tuns of

beer, and tell off stout yeomen that shall bear

it whithersoever he will. As for the three

hundred fat harts that run on Dallom Lea, I

fancy that the champions can shoot them

for themselves. None shall say that King

Henry ever failed to keep his royal word."

The people cheered again, but Queen
Katherine asked demurely:

44 And shall he be captain of your bow-

men, my King ?
"

It was Robin himself who

answered this question, for he said :

44 Have we the King's permission to return

to the good greenwood ?
" The King bowed

with calmness and dignity and said :

44 You have." But as they left the royal

throne he slyly pinched the arm of the Queen
and whispered :

44
1 11 get the better of you yet, Kate."



LIZZIE LINDSAY * * *

THERE
were many fine ladies at the

ball, all in their pearls and dia-

monds and silks and satins and cloth

of silver and cloth of gold, but the brightest

eyes and the rosiest cheeks and the sweetest

smile belonged to Lizzie Lindsay, for she

was the fairest of them all.

"
It 's a fortunate man that I am," said

young Donald M'Donald.
" How do you know that it 's yourself

that she wants and that she 's not counting on

the lands and the rents and the castles that

she '11 get in the Highlands ?
" asked False

Gregory.
"

It 's to-morrow that we are to be married

in the church, and never once has she asked

me whether we 're to live in a castle or a cot-

tage," answered Donald M'Donald.
"
Try her for twenty-four hours in a cot-

tage, and if she does not wish herself back in

her father's house in Edinboro', I '11 give you
all my land in the Highlands," said False

Gregory.
In the morning the maidens dropped roses,
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and the church bells rang, and the sky was

bright and blue. After the wedding a fine

carriage drove up, and Donald and his bride

rolled away, and all the good people called

out their best wishes after them as they went

over the hills and out of sight.
44 Should you love me just as well if we

lived in a cottage, Lizzie ?
"
asked Donald.

44

Yes, truly," answered Lizzie.
44 If I had

wanted only a fine house, I could have had

it in my own father's home."
44 Should you love me just as well if you

had to skim the milk, and care for the kine,

and sweep the floor for me, Lizzie ?
"

44

Yes, truly," declared Lizzie. 44 If I had

wanted only to be idle and to have maids to

wait upon me, I could have had all that in

my own father's house."

Then the fine carriage stopped. The foot-

man sprang down and opened the door.
44 But there 's no house at all here !

"
ex-

claimed Lizzie.
"
It 's only the wild moor-

lands. Call it back !

"
she said, for the car-

riage had turned and was almost out of sight.
44 But it 's not my carriage, Lizzie. I 've

no carriage like that. I only borrowed it of
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a friend for a little way, and all the rest of

the road we must go on foot."

Then Lizzie tucked up her silken gown,
and tied more closely her satin shoes, and

over the moorland they went. The hills

were steep and stony, the valleys were damp
and chill, the forests were dark and gloomy,
and the wild birds made strange cries that

were different from any that she had ever

heard before.

" Shall we soon be at home ?
"
she asked.

" We 're not yet halfway," said Donald,

and Lizzie gathered up her skirts once more

and went on bravely, though there was a

river to ford and a hot, dusty highway to

travel over. At last Donald called cheer-

fly:-
" Home at last, my own Lizzie !

" and

with his arm around her he led the way into

a humble cottage. The roof was thatched,

and the windows were so small that hardly

any light came in through them. The floor

was rough and uneven, and wherever there

was a crack in the wall, it was stopped up
with clay. An old shepherd sat just outside

the door.
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"
I 'm back again with you, father," called

Donald happily ; and the old shepherd rose

slowly and laid his hand on the young man's

shoulder.
" You 're welcome, my boy," he said,

" wel-

come as the sun on a May morning. It 's a

long time you 've been away. It 's hard for

an old man to be alone."
"
Yes, I know it is," said Donald,

" but

I 'm back with you now, and you won't have

to work alone any longer ; and I 've brought
a bonny wife with me. She 's the fairest lady
in Edinboro' town, and she says she loves

me well. She '11 be a good daughter to you."
" Will she help the goodwife care for the

house *?
" asked the old man. " Our maidens

do not wear pearls about their necks and

silken gowns."
"
Yes, she '11 help the goodwife," answered

Donald ;

" the silken gown is only a wedding
dress. She '11 soon learn to spin and weave

a gown for herself;
" and he called,

" Mo-

ther, come and see your new daughter. Now
you won't have to milk the cows and make
the butter alone."

"You're welcome," said the goodwife.
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" Donald is the best son that ever a woman
had. He was aye a help to his old father,

and I know his bonny wife will be a daugh-
ter to his mother. The cottage is small, there

are only three rooms "

" But we '11 agree all the better for it,"

said Donald heartily, and he whispered :

"
Lizzie, are you sorry you

Jve come to the

narrow walls and the three tiny rooms?"

And Lizzie answered :

" My father's house has wide-spreading
walls and many rooms, and if I had wanted

nothing but those, I should not have come

to the Highlands with you, Donald."

"Our lady daughter shall be company
this evening," said the goodwife,

" and I will

get the supper." So she brought out the

curds and whey and poured it into the

wooden bowls, and gave each one of the

little family a wooden spoon.
" Do you remember when you cut these

out of the poplar wood for me, Donald ?
"

asked the goodwife.
" You were but a wee,

small boy."
"
Yes, mother," answered Donald. "

I re-

member it well."
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44 And do you mind the old Lord said he

was proud of his boy, and some day
"

44
Mother," broke in Donald,

44

your curds

and whey is just as good as ever. You
have n't forgotten what I like."

"No," said the good dame, "I mind well

how pleased you used to be when you came

in from the castle to see me, and "

44 When I came in from minding the

sheep on the hills, you mean," interrupted

Donald.

The wooden bowls and the wooden spoons
were washed and put away. It soon began
to be dark. There were no candles in the

shepherd's little cottage, for it was the habit

of the goodman and the goodwife to go to

bed when the sun went down.
44 Will you make us a bed of green rushes,

mother ?
" asked Donald,

44 and spread over

it the fresh hay? And, Lizzie, it smells

sweeter and cleaner than all the fine linen

sheets in Edinboro' town."

Early in the morning the goodwife
called :

44

Lizzie, Lizzie ! it's late in the day. The
sun looks over the top of the hill, and the
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lark is singing down in the meadow. The
floor 's to sweep and the cows are to milk,

and there 's many a bit of work that would

be the better for younger hands than

mine."

So Lizzie went out to the milking-shed.
" But I do not know how to milk," said she.

" The ladies in Edinboro' never milk. How
do you do it ?

"

Then the goodman showed her how, but

the cows were not used to so unskilled a

hand, and they grew so restless that he had

to milk them himself.

" Go you in, Lizzie, and help the good-

wife," he bade ; and Lizzie went into the

cottage.
" Now the milk is to skim," said the good-

wife. "Take the bowl and the skimmer,

and go down to the cellar, and bring up the

cream for the butter."

Lizzie had no idea what a skimmer was,

but all the cream that she had ever seen had

been in pitchers; so she took the wooden

bowl and the goodwife's great pride, her one

little earthen pitcher, and went down cellar.

There was only a little light, but she con-
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trived to fill her wooden bowl and went

back to the goodwife.
" Little butter the castle folks will get to-

day," said she, peering into the bowl. " Now
put the bowls and the spoons and the curds

and the loaf of good black bread on the table,

and you and I will eat our breakfast."

" But where is Donald ?
" asked Lizzie.

"Oh, he ate long ago when you were

skimming the milk, and he went to the hills

with the goodman to see the sheep."
" And when will he come back ?

"
asked

Lizzie.
"
Mayhap this noon and mayhap not till

the night," said the goodwife.
" The good-

man 's not so young as he was, and there 's

much to be done before the shearing."

They ate breakfast, and then the good-
wife said :

" Now I '11 put away the bowls and the

spoons, and do you set to work and sweep
the floor."

64 The ladies in Edinboro' do not sweep
floors," said Lizzie,

" and I don't know how.

Will you show me how to do it ?
"

"Mayhap you wish you were back in
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Edinboro' where you 'd have no floors to

sweep," said the goodwife, looking sharply

at Lizzie.

The little bride spoke up bravely :

"
I 'd rather sweep floors every day of my

life than to be in my father's house without

Donald."

There was a little sound outside the win-

dow, and she turned quickly, but there was

nothing to be seen.

Then she tucked up her silken skirt, and

tried to sweep the floor as the goodwife

taught her. After the floor was swept, the

chickens must be fed, and the pig must be

fed, and then the cream must be churned,

and the butter worked and salted and made
into little pats to be carried to the castle.

So it went on all the morning, and after din-

ner the goodwife said :

" Here 's a stocking set up, Lizzie, and

you might knit on that, if you like, and not

begin another one till to-morrow ;

"
but poor

Lizzie had to explain :

" But I don't know how to knit." Then
she brightened up and said :

"
I can embroider with gold thread and
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silver thread, and I know how to sew on

pearls, and I can make roses that you could

almost pick up from the canvas. Every one

said I could embroider better than any other

girl in Edinboro'."
44

Embroidery is all very well for queens
and such people," declared the goodwife,
44 but it won't keep Donald's feet warm
when the snow comes and the rain comes."

44 Will you teach me how to knit stock-

ings ?
"
asked Lizzie.

44 Don't the fine ladies in Edinboro' ever

knit stockings ?
" asked the goodwife.

44

No," said Lizzie-.

44 Do they spin ?
"

44 No."
44 Then you must first learn to spin. Do

you see those skeins of yarn hanging on the

poles?"
Lizzie looked to the top of the room, and

there were long poles hanging on hooks that

were fastened to the rafters, and on the poles

were many skeins of blue and gray yarn.
44

1 spun that for the goodman," said the

goodwife, "and you must learn to spin it

for Donald."
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So the long rolls of wool were brought

out, and the goodwife began to turn the

wheel and twist the wool, and somehow it

turned into yarn, Lizzie could not quite see

how. She tried and tried, but the roll would

break, and the thread would tangle, and the

wheel would go the wrong way much more

easily than the right. Lizzie had never done

so much work in a year as she had in this

one day, but the goodwife was saying :

"
Perhaps you 11 find the weaving easier.

Come in to the loom and I '11 show you how
to weave."

So Lizzie took her place on the hard, nar-

row, slanting board that made the seat of the

loom ; but she was no better at the weaving
than at the spinning, for the shuttle was slip-

pery and flew out on the floor, and her rings

were continually catching in the slender

threads of the warp.
" Should you rather go back to Edinboro',"

asked the goodwife, "where the fine ladies

do not spin and do not weave ?
"

"
I want to be where Donald is," answered

Lizzie ;

" but why does n't he come ?
"

Soon a voice, that seemed wonderfully
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fresh and brisk for that of a man who had

worked hard all day, called to her :

"Lizzie, Lizzie! Let us go and take a

little walk. Here 's a bundle of your nice

clothes that I 've brought for you. Put on

your very best, and we '11 go out." So Liz-

zie put on her very best clothes, and she and

Donald went out into the beautiful sunset.

"
Lizzie, dear," said Donald,

" the cottage

is not like your father's house. Do you wish

you were back in Edinboro' again ?
"

"
I 'd rather live in a cottage all my life,"

declared Lizzie, "than to be in Edinboro'

town without you, Donald."

Down the shady lane they walked, with

the wild roses all about them. At the end

of the lane stood a carriage much finer than

the one in which they had begun their wed-

ding journey. They rode a little way, and

there before them rose a lordly castle. Ban-

ners were floating from every tower, and

strains of the sweetest music that any one ever

heard in a dream came from the open doors

of the hall. The sun shone on the windows

until the great castle looked like an enchanted

palace. The bells rang out joyfully.

14
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" What is it ?

"
cried Lizzie, almost daz-

zled by the beauty and the brilliancy.
" We 11 go to the porter's lodge and see,"

said Donald; but when they came to the

lodge, the porter threw wide open the gates

and called :

" Welcome home, Lord Donald ! Wel-
come home, Lady Lizzie !

"

Then all the little children tossed great

handfuls of roses into the carriage ; and when

they drove to the hall door, a lady in a rich

dress of purple velvet, with many diamonds

and opals, took Lizzie in her arms and gave
her a great bunch of silver keys, and said :

"
Lizzie, my daughter, you 're the lady of

the castle now, and all that's here is your
own."

When all the house was quiet that night,

Lizzie asked :

"Donald, dear, don't you think you'd
better send a messenger to False Gregory to

tell him that his Highland lands are no

longer his, but your own ?
"

" What do you mean, my Lizzie ?
"

" My little sister heard every word that

False Gregory said that night at the ball;
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and, Donald, have you forgotten that the first

time I ever saw you, you told me all about

your dear old nurse that married a shepherd ?

And there's one thing more, Donald, if

you wait for me to learn to spin yarn and

knit your stockings, you '11 have to go bare-

foot for a year and a day."



THE KING AND THE
MILLER OF MANSFIELD

PART I

THE
young hunter had lost his way.

The courtiers were out of sight; not

a sound of their horns could be

heard, and every minute the forest grew
darker and darker. Up and down he wan-

dered till it was far into the night. The
owl called lonesomely from the top of the

blasted pine, and in the pale, silver rays of

the moonlight the young hunter fancied that

he could see all kinds of strange creatures

mocking him, and he heard strange sounds

that he had never heard by day or when his

friends were around him. At last there was

one sound that he knew. It was the beat of

a horse's hoofs on the forest path, as some

rider jogged along on a belated errand. The

young hunter called out gladly to the un-

known horseman :

"
Pray tell me, sir, what is the nearest way

to Nottingham ?
"

" What do such as you want at Netting-
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ham ?
" demanded the rider.

" The King's
court is at Nottingham, and I'll bet the

bag-pudding that my dame will give me for

supper this night that you would no more

venture to go to Nottingham than I would

to ask the King to eat supper with me."

"Nevertheless, I do want to go to Not-

tingham," said the young hunter, "and I

was on my way there when I lost my road."
"

I 'm not the man to think that you lost

your way for nothing," growled the rider.

" And what do you take me for ?
" asked

the young hunter lightly, for his spirits were

rising now that he had even so surly a com-

panion as this.
" You have n't had a glimpse

of me. Wait and 1 11 come out farther into

the moonlight."
" You stand back there in the shadow,"

ordered the countryman. "You talk of

going to the King's court, you do, but you '11

never go there unless the sheriff takes you.
I know what you are ; you 're a gentleman

thief, and if you come one step nearer, I '11

crack your crown for you. I 'm the miller

of Mansfield, I am, and I know good corn

from poor."
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" You 're half in the right," said the young

hunter, "when you call me a gentleman

thief, for I 'm not a thief, but I 'm a gentle-

man, and will you not give a gentleman a

night's lodging?"
"

I '11 warrant you have fine clothes," ad-

mitted the miller,
" and a sword, but I doubt

if you have one groat in your purse. I 've

been to London town, I have, and I Ve seen

young fellows before that wore all their for-

tune on their back."
" But I have gold enough to pay for all I

ask," declared the young hunter. " Even if it

was as much as forty pence, I could pay it,"

and he softly jingled the golden coins in his

pocket. The miller hesitated, for the sound

of the coins was music to him.

"Maybe you stole the money," said he,
" but that 's the King's business, not mine.

A little bad corn does not always show in

the grist."
"
I swear to you by the King's crown that

I 'm a true man, and here 's my hand on it."

"Nay, not so fast," said the miller of

Mansfield. "I'll not take your hand yet

awhile. You may be a wood-fiend, after all.
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My wife's cousin's goodman saw one once,

or he would if he had n't shut his eyes be-

cause he knew by the itching of his great toe

that something uncanny was coming."

They went along together to the miller's

house ; and when the door was opened, there

came out such a smell of good things a-cook-

ing that the young hunter was more hungry
than ever. .

"
Pray, my good host, let us have some of

your goodwife's supper," said he.

"Where are your manners?" demanded

the miller. "Didn't you ever have any

bringing up ? If you 'd been to London

town even once, you would know that you
must wait till the goodman of the house bids

you fall to. I have n't had a look at you yet.

Stand up here and let me see what kind of

fellow you are. Dick, do you light a pine

knot, and hold it up close."

"Look your fill," said the young hunter

good-naturedly,
" but see to it you singe not

a hair of my mustache, or the King will be

after you."

"Ha, ha, but you're a droll fellow,"

laughed the miller.
" You 've an honest face,
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and I know good corn from bad, I do. You

may stay with us the night, and I '11 give

you no worse bedfellow than my son Dick

here."

" Your mill is turning too fast, goodman,"

interrupted his wife. "He's a handsome

youth, but who knows but he 's a vagabond,
and we '11 get ourselves into trouble by har-

boring him? Show me your passport,

young man," she added, "and we'll know
that you 're no runaway servant."

Then the young hunter, with his hat in

his hand, made so low a bow that the long
white plume swept the earthen floor, and he

said :

"I have no passport, and indeed I am
afraid that I never earned a penny in my
life. I'm only a courtier, but my gold's

my own ; my father left it me."

Then the miller's wife beckoned her hus-

band to a dark comer, and whispered :

"
Indeed, goodman, you must n't be hard

on him. He 's one of those helpless youn-
kers that have to live on what their fathers

earned; not like our own Dick here, who
can run a mill as well as yourself. He be-
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longs to good people ; you can see that by
his fine clothes. Don't you be hard on

him."
" Who but you ever thought of being hard

on him ?
"
retorted the miller of Mansfield.

"
It takes a woman tojudge a man by his dress.

You can't always tell the taste of corn by its

color. Now I can see he 's of good kin, for

he knows how to behave to his betters."

The goodwife turned to the young hunter.
"
Young man," said she,

"
you Ye welcome

here, and though I say it as should n't, you '11

be as well lodged as if you were in the King's

palace. I know what I 'm telling you, for

my goodman, he saw it once when he hap-

pened to be in London town. I'll lay fresh

straw on the bed with my own hands, and

I '11 put on good brown hempen sheets, and

they 're much finer than any other sheets in

the whole village. Mayhap you 're not used

to such fine weaving, and you '11 have to be

careful not to kick them out. You don't

wear your sword to bed, do you ?
"

The young hunter laughed, and said he

would n't this time, anyway, and then they
sat down to their supper.
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Such a supper had the hungry young fel-

low never tasted in all his life. There was

hot bag-pudding, and good apple-pie, and

fine strong ale in a brown wooden bowl that

passed around the table from one to another.

"And so you're a courtier, are you ?
"
said

the miller. "Now courtiers wear satin

clothes; and when they walk about, the

pearls drop out of the folds ; and they wear

around their necks gold chains big enough
to hold an ox ; and the buckles on their shoes

are all covered with rubies ; and they wear

crowns like the King's, only they're not

quite half so high. I know, for a man in

London town told me so."

Dick sat staring with his mouth wide open,
but the goodwife nodded wisely:

"
Yes, he knows. It is n't everybody that

has been to London town."
"
I 've nothing against courtiers, though,"

said the miller,
" so here 's to your health and

to all the courtiers that you ever saw."

"I thank you in faith," responded the

young man. "I pledge you in your own

good nut-brown ale, and I am heartily grate-

ful to you for my welcome."



OF MANSFIELD 213

"Now that we're all good friends," said

the miller, "goodwife, bring on lightfoot."

So the goodwife went to a little pantry, and

pushed away a tiny slide that was hidden in

the wall, and brought forth a venison pasty.
*' Eat all you will," quoth the miller,

" but

make no waste. You'll not find this in

many houses."
" In truth," said the courtier,

"
I never ate

so dainty a thing before."

" You may well say that," declared Dick,
" but it 's no dainty to us ; we have it every

day."

"And where do you buy such fare as

this ?
"
asked the guest.

"
Buy it !

"
said the miller,

" never a penny
do we pay for it ; we well, just now and

then we make free with the King's deer over

there in Sherwood Forest."

" This must be venison, then."

"
Any fool would know that," said Dick.

" We 're never without two or three good
fat ones hung up in the roof; but don't you
ever say a word of it, wherever you go, for

we should all be hanged if the King should

hear of it." ,
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"Never a bit more than he knows now
shall he ever know from me," promised the

stranger ; and after they had each drunk a

great cup of ale with baked apples in it, they
went to bed, and a sounder sleep had the

young courtier than ever before in all his

life.

Next morning, as the stranger was mount-

ing his fine gray horse, a great party of

nobles came riding by.
" We 've found the King !

"
they cried, and

then, one and all, they flung themselves

down on their knees before the young man
and asked pardon that they had lost him the

night before in the forest.

As to the miller and his goodwife and

their son Dick, they were frightened almost

to death lest they should be hanged for kill-

ing the King's deer. The miller stood with

his hands close to his sides, shaking and

quaking ; and his goodwife was wringing
her hands and giving forth such shrieks that

the courtiers forgot court etiquette and put
their fingers in their ears. As for Dick, he

was too amazed at all the wonderful happen-

ings to be afraid, and he stood with his toes
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turned in and his tongue hung out, waiting
to see what would come next.

The King gravely drew his sword and

looked at the miller.

Then the miller fell upon his knees, and

put his hand over his eyes, and began to

shriek louder than his wife, and Dick turned

his toes in till they touched. His tongue

hung down to the end of his chin, and he

opened his mouth so wide that you could

not see his forehead, and he, too, began to

howl. The King raised his sword, but when

it came down it touched the miller lightly

on the shoulder, and the King said :

"
I here dub thee knight. Rise, Sir John

of Mansfield."

PART II

" THAT was a fine progress, your Majesty,"
said the Prime Minister.

"
Yes," said the King wearily.

"Your Majesty held a brilliant court at

Nottingham," said the Lord Chamberlain.

"Yes," said the King.
" What an original idea it was to present
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your Majesty with that cheese as big as a

cartwheel," said the Lord Steward.
"
Yes," said the King.

"The hunting was much better about

Nottingham than it is around Westminster,"

said the Master of the Horse.
"
Yes," said the King.

" The people all along the way were so

happy in seeing your Majesty," said the

Grand Falconer.
"
Yes," said the King.

"What shall we say next?" whispered
the Prime Minister to the Lord Chamber-

lain; and the Lord Chamberlain whispered
it to the Lord Steward ; and the Lord Stew-

ard whispered it to the Master of the Horse ;

and the Master of the Horse whispered it to

the Grand Falconer; and the Grand Fal-

coner whispered it to the First Cupbearer;
and the First Cupbearer whispered it to the

Page of Honor; and the Page of Honor

whispered it to the Cook; and the Cook

whispered it to the Scullion.
" The King wants something to do," said

the Scullion ; and this answer was whispered

halfway back to the Prime Minister. It did
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not go any farther because the King sud-

denly turned upon them and demanded :

" What are you all about ? I never saw

such stupid people. Why don't you amuse

me ?
" and he frowned at the Prime Minister.

"
Stupid !

"
whispered the Prime Minister

over his shoulder to the Lord Chamberlain ;

and the Lord Chamberlain, under pretense

of an especially profound obeisance to the

King, took the opportunity to kick the Lord

Steward slyly. The Lord Steward pinched
the Master of the Horse, and the Master of

the Horse stuck a pin into the Grand Fal-

coner ; and the Grand Falconer stepped on

the toes of the First Cupbearer; and the

First Cupbearer pulled a stray lock of hair of

the Page of Honor ; and the Page of Honor

slipped out to the kitchen and dropped a

pinch of salt into the Cook's jelly ; and the

Cook boxed the Scullion's ears.

" Ow !

"
cried the Scullion, and his voice

rang out all the way from the kitchen to the

King's hall.

" What 's that ?
"

asked the King.
" That 's the first sensible remark I 've heard

to-day. Go and bring him in."
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So the Scullion, still rubbing his red ear

was brought in and made a bow before the

King.
"
Say something," said the King.

" These

people can't converse ;

" and the Scullion,

trembling with anger at the Cook and with

fear of the King, managed to stammei

out :

44 Which part of your Majesty's progress

did your Majesty enjoy most ?
"

The King burst out laughing.
44 You 're a brave fellow," said he. 44 These

simpletons didn't make a remark that 1

could n't answer with 4

Yes/ and a king

ought to have a chance to talk. Don't you
think so?"

44
Yes, your Majesty," said the boy, with

a low bow, more graceful than the first, foi

his ear had stopped smarting, and he did not

have to rub it any longer.

"I suppose the Prime Minister and the

Lord Chamberlain and all the rest of them

are thinking that a scullion ought not to

enter their company," said the King,
" and

probably they are right ; so 1 11 make you

my own Royal Messenger. You 're a good-
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looking fellow, and I rather think you can

talk the court chatter, can't you ?
"

"
I will strive to do what your Majesty

bids me," said the Royal Messenger dis-

creetly.
"
Well," said the King,

"
go to the court

tailor and get a suit of blue velvet and silver

lace, and have your hair curled, and be here

before the wind changes."

The boy was off in a moment, and the

King turned to the Prime Minister and the

rest of them, his ill humor all gone, and said :

"That boy has put something into my
head, and we 're going to have the merriest

jest you ever heard of. To-morrow is Saint

George's Day, and we '11 invite our new

knight, Sir John of Mansfield, to the feast,

and he shall bring with him my bedfellow,

his son Dick."

Soon the new Royal Messenger returned

in his blue velvet suit all shining with silver

lace. His hair had been curled, and brushed

till it shone like a duck's wing.
44 Would your Majesty be graciously

pleased to favor me with any commis-

sions ?
"
asked the lad.

15
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The King laughed aloud :

" You 've caught it," said he, with tears of

merriment in his eyes.
" You can talk it as

well as the best of them. You 're an honor

to your velvet. Now go to Mansfield and

invite the miller, Sir John, and his wife and

son to dine at court to-morrow."

It did not take the Royal Messenger long
to find the miller. He dropped on one knee

before Sir John, and began the speech that

he had made up on the way :

** God save your Worship and grant your

lady whatever her heart does most desire,

and give the young gentleman, your son

Richard, that sweet, gentle, and gallant

young squire, good fortune and happiness all

the days of his life. Our gracious King
sends you greeting, and bids you come to

his court to-morrow, Saint George's Day,
to dine with him."

" Whatever shall we do ?
"
cried the miller

in alarm.
"
Why, thank the young man kindly,"

said his wife, "and say that we will go if

there 's not too much corn comes in to be

ground."
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"You would better not fail," said the

Royal Messenger.
"

I tell you there
J

s the

biggest kind of a feast, and I know, for I 've

been in the kitchen and seen it. The

Cook 's uncommon good to me now, he is."

"
I *m afraid the King remembers is

angry/' stammered the miller.

"
Yes, I know he 3

11 hang us," said Dick.
" And I don't know how one should be-

have at court," muttered the miller.

"Well, there, I wouldn't own it if I

did n't," said his goodwife,
" a man that 's had

the advantages that you have. A man that 's

been to London twice ought to know how
to eat dinner. My goodman I mean Sir

John has eaten with a king before now,"

she announced proudly to the young fellow.

Then the miller remembered that he was

a great man and need not be afraid of any-

body. He straightened himself up, with his

chin so high in the air that he could hardly
see the Royal Messenger, and made a fine

speech.
"In truth, young man, you have con-

tented my Worship right well, and here are

three farthings to reward you. See to it that
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you do not spend them foolishly on your way
home, but show them to the King. I want

the King to see that I am not stingy with

my money/' he whispered to his goodwife.

"And what shall I say to the King?"
asked the messenger.

"
Say to him well, let me see tell him

that my Worship and my Ladyship and my
Worship's son Richard will be pleased to

come to dinner, and that we '11 bring good

appetites with us."

Then the young man rode away, and the

miller turned to his goodwife and grum-
bled:

44 That 's only the beginning of it ; first,

the three farthings, and now we must buy
new clothes, and we ought to have riding-

horses, and servants, and fine bridles and

saddles, and twenty other things besides;

and mayhap they'll want Dick here to marry
one of the King's Princesses, and then we 'd

have to buy cakes and ale for the wedding,
and set him up in a cottage of his own.

There 's no end to it when a man once be-

comes great," and the miller heaved a deep

sigh.
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" Now you just cheer up," said his good-

wife.
" Our Dick would n't take anywoman

that could n't make a bag-pudding, and like

as not those Princesses never saw a bag-pud-

ding in their lives. I remember one day
when the King chanced to sup with us," she

added loftily,
"
that he said he had never

seen one before. You need n't worry. 1 11

brush up your coat, and I '11 turn my russet

gown, and we '11 put a pillion on one of the

mill-horses, and Dick can take the other, and

we '11 ride off as fine as a rooster on a fence."

So early the next morning they set out

in stately array for the King's palace. Dick

rode first. He had put a cock's feather in his

cap for luck, for he was still a little fearful of

what might happen. Behind him came the

miller and his goodwife on a stout mill-horse,

the miller just a little timid, but his good-
wife quite at her ease, and convinced of her

own elegance, for she had turned her russet

gown fully two years sooner than she had in-

tended, and if that did not make her elegant,

I don't know what would. The King and

his nobles all came out to meet them.
" Welcome, Sir Knight," cried the King,
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" and welcome to your lady fair in all her

fine array! Welcome, too, to the brave

young squire !

"

" And so you have n't forgotten me," said

Dick, put quite at his ease by the King's

hearty greeting.
" How could I forget my own bedfellow ?

"

asked the King, laughing.

"I remember you took more than your
half of the bed," said Dick.

The King and the courtiers laughed, and

then the King gave one hand to the miller

and the other to his wife, and with Dick

following after, they all went to the ban-

quet hall ; and whenever the King spoke to

the goodwife, she would let go his hand

and make a curtsy, and then give the court

ladies around her a look that said as plainly

as words :

" I know how to behave to a king."

Down to the table they all sat, and many
a dish of dainties was brought on. The
feast lasted so long that once the miller actu-

ally went to sleep for a moment, but his wife

sat up stiff and straight and ate whatever was

given to her. Dick sat back in his chair,
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looking crosser and crosser, and saying,
"
No,

I won't
"
to almost every dish. There was

wine and ale and beer, and by and by the

King lifted a bowl of wine and said :

" Here 's to your health, Sir John, and

your kind lady, and your son Dick, and I

thank you heartily for the good cheer that

you gave me ;

" and he added slyly,
"

I

wish that we had some of your lightfoot

here."

Then Dick blustered out :

" That 's what I call downright knavery,
to eat it and then go away and tell."

"
Oh, don't be angry," pleaded the King,

laughing.
"

I thought you would take it in

jest. Are n't you going to drink my health

in some wine or some ale ?
"

" Not till I 've had my dinner," growled
Dick sulkily.

" You give us such a mess of

silly little dishes. There 's nothing to them,

and one good bag-pudding is worth them

all."

" That bag-pudding was good," said the

King,
" and I wish I had one now."

" 'T is n't everybody that has his wits about

him," said Dick,
" but I have ;

" and while
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the miller looked anxious, and the miller's

wife looked proud at seeing her son and the

King talking together.so familiarly, and while

the court ladies laughed till their lofty head-

dresses shook most alarmingly, and the

nobles almost rolled from their chairs, Dick

pulled out a great bag-pudding from his

pocket. The King pretended to snatch at

it, but Dick was ready.
"
No, sir," said he ;

"
you may have all

your stuff in the little dishes ; this is meat for

your betters."

After the feast came the dancing, and

nothing would do but Sir John and Dick
must dance with all the court ladies. When
the dancing had come to an end, because the

harpers and the dancers were every one of

them so overcome with laughter that they
could only sit and hold their sides, the King
suddenly called for silence. Then he turned

to Dick and asked gravely :

" Now that you have seen all these ladies,

which one will you select as a wife ? Look

well, and choose so that you will not repent."
" Just what I was afraid of/' groaned the

miller.
"
Oh, the cakes and the ale !

"
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His wife said nothing, but looked anx-

iously at her son.

44 That is carrying a jest too far," whispered
the nobles angrily, and the court ladies

began to look pale and to turn their faces

toward the wall lest their beauty should

make them the choice of Squire Richard.

They need not have been troubled, for Dick

did not even glance at one of them, but de-

clared stoutly :

44
I don't want any of your court ladies,

King. I want a woman that can make a

bag-pudding. There 's a wench at home

that 's worth them all. She 's Jugg Grum-

ball, and she 's the one that I '11 marry."
" Thank the King kindly," said his mother

a little reprovingly,
" and tell him that if it

wasn't for Jugg you'd be pleased to pick
out one of the ladies."

" But I would n't," declared Dick bluntly;
44

1 'd have Jugg or nobody." Then the

nobles laughed, but the ladies did not know
whether to be pleased or angry.

"Well, Sir John, I suppose I couldn't

induce you to exchange your wife for any
one of diem," said the King,

" but I '11 tell
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you what I can do. I '11 make you overseer

of merry Sherwood Forest, and I '11 give you
three hundred pounds a year but see to it

that you steal no more of my deer," he added

in a loud whisper that set the court off into

roars of laughter,
" and be sure that you

come to court as often as once a quarter ;

"

and so they mounted the mill-horses again
and went home ; and every afternooq, when
the dishes have been washed, the miller's

wife takes her mending and goes to visit

some of her neighbors to tell them what hap-

pened "one morning when I was at court."
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LITICAL MEMOIRS, ETC. , . 1

LANGUAGE, HISTORY AND SCIENCE

MENTAL, MORAL, AND POLITICAL

PHILOSOPHY ....
MISCELLANEOUS AND CRITICAL

WORKS

MISCELLANEOUS THEOLOGICAL

WORKS

POETRY AND THE DRAMA .

POLITICAL ECONOMY AND ECO-

NOMICS

19

History, Politics, Polity,

Abbott.-A HISTORY OF GREECE.
B) EVELYN ABBOTT, M A., LL,D.

Part I. From the Earliest Times to the

Ionian Revolt. Crown Svo, 10-y. 6//.

Part II. 500-445 B.C. Crown 8vo,
10*. bW.

Part 111. From the Thirty Years' Peace

to the Fall of the Thnty at Athens,
445-403 B.O. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6rf.

Acland and Eansome. A HAND-
BOOK IN OUTLINE OF THE
POLITICAL HISTORY OF ENG-
LAND TO 1896. Chronologically

arranged. By the Bight Hon. A. H.
DYKE ACLAND and CYRIL RANSOME,
M.A. Crown Svo, 6s,

I POPULAR SCIENCE

SILVER LIBRARY (TitE)

SPORT AND PASTIME

STONYHURHT PHILOSOPHICAL

SERIES

TRAVEL AND ADVENTURE, THE

COLONIES, ETC.

WORKS OP REFERENCE

16

37

39

23

20

29

32

12

19

10

30

, Political Memoirs, etc.

Amos.-PRIMER OF THE ENGLISH
CONSTITUTION AND GOVERN-
MENT. BY SHELDON AMOS, M.A.
Crown Svo, 6s.

ANNUAL REGISTER (THE).
A Re-

view of Public Events at Home and

Abroad, lor the year 1900. Svo, 18s.

Volumes ot THE ANNUAL REGISTER
for the years 1863-1899 can still be had.

18*. each.

Arnold. INTRODUCTORY LEC-
TURES ON MODERN HISTORY. By
THOMAS ARNOLD, D.D., formerly Head
Master of Rugby School, Svo, 7*. (W.
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Ashbourne.-PITT SOME CHAP-
TERS OF HIS LIFE AND TIMES.

By the Right Won. EDWARD GIBSON,
Lord ASHBOURNE, Lord Chancellor of

Ireland. With 11 Portraits. 8vo, 21s.

Ashley.- SURVEYS, HISTORIC AND
ECONOMIC. By W. J. ASHLEV, M A.,
Professor of Economic History in Har-
vard Univei^ity. Crown 8vo, 9s, net,

Baden-Powell. THE INDIAN VIL-
LAGE COMMUNITY. Examined with

Reference to the Physical, Ethnographic
and Historical Conditions of the Pro-

vinces
, chiefly on the Basis of the

Revenue-Settlement Records and Dis-

trui Manuals. ByB. II BADEN-POWELL,
M.A., C.I.E. With Map. 8vo, 165.

Bagwell.-IRELAND UNDER THE
TUDORS By RICHARD BAGWELL,
LL.D. 3 vols. Vols. I. and II. From
the First Invasion of the Northmen to

the year 1578. 8vo, 32s. Vol. III.

lf>781603 8vo, 18,s

Besant.-T 1 1E II I S
f

l'ORYOFLONDON
By Sir WALTER BESANT. With 74

Illustrations Crown 8vo, 1*. 9rf Or
bound as a School Pmo Book, 2s. 6rf.

Bright.-A HISTORY OF ENGLAND.
By the Rev. J. FRANCE BRIGHT, D.D.

Period I. MEDIEVAL MONARCHY :

A.D. 449-1485. Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d.

Period II. PERSONAL MONARCHY.
1485-1688. Crown 8vo, 5s

Period III. CONSTITUTIONAL MON-
ARCHY. 1689-1837. Crown 8vo,

Is. 6d.

Period IV. THE GROWTH OF DE-
MOCRACY. 1837-1880. Crown 8vo,

6*.

Bruce.-THE FORWARD POLICY
AND ITS RESULTS, or, Thirty-five
Years' Work amongst the Tribes on our

North-Western Frontier of India. By
RICHARD ISAAC BRUCE, C.I.E. With
28 Illustrations and a Map, gvo, 15*.

net.

Buckle.-HISTORY OF CIVILISA-
TION IN ENGLAND, FRANCE,
SPAIN AND SCOTLAND. By
HENRY THOMAS BUCKLE. 3 vols

Crown 8vo, 24,?.

Burke.-A HISTORY OF SPAIN from
the Earliest Times to the Death of

Ferdinand th Catholic. By ULIOK
RALPH BUKKK, M.A. Edited, with

additional Notes and an Introduction,

by MARTIN A. S HUME. With 6 Maps.
2 vols. Crown 8vo, 16s. net.

Chesney. INDIAN POLITY: a View of

the System ot Administration in India.

By General Sir GEORGE CHESNEY,
K.C.B. With Map showing all the

Administrative Divisions of British

India. 8vo, 21s.

Churchill (WINSTON SPENCER).

THE RIVER WAR: an Historical

Account ot the Reconquest ot the

Soudan. Edited by Colonel F.

RHODES, D.S.O. With 34 Maps and

Plans, and 51 Illustrations from

Drawings by ANGUS McNfliLL. Also
with 7 Photogravure Portraits of

Generals, etc. 2 vols. Medium 8vo,

36*-.

THE STORY OF THE MALAKANI)
P1KLD FORCE, 1897. With Map
and Plans. Crown 8vo, SA M.

LONDON TO LADYSMITH VIA PRE-
TORIA Crown 8vo, 6s

IAN HAMILTON'S MARCH. With
Portrait ot Lieut -General Ian Hamil-

ton, and 10 Maps and Plans. Crown

8vo, 6s.

Corbett (JULIAN S
).

DRAKE AND THE TUDOR NAVY ;

with a History of the Rise of England
as a Maritime Power. With Portraits,

Illustrations and Maps. 2 vols. Cr.

8vo
r
16s.

THE SUCCESSORS OF DRAKE. With
4 Portraits (2 Photogravures) and 12

Maps and Plans. 8vo, 21s.
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Creighton (M., D.D., Lord Bishop of

London).

A HISTORY OF THE PAPACY FROM
THE GREAT SCHISM TO THE
SACK OF ROME, 1378-1527. 6

vols. Crown 8vo, 6*. each.

QUEEN ELIZABETH. With For-

tiait. Crown 8vo, 5s. net.

Curzon. PERSIA AND THE PER-
SIAN QUESTION. By the Right Hon.

Lord CQRZON ot KEDLE.VION. With 9

Maps, 96 Illustrations, Appendices, and
an Index. 2 vols. 8vo, 42s.

De Tooqueville.-DEMOCRACY IN
AMERICA. By ALEXIS DE TOCQUE-
VILLE. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 16s.

Dickinson.-THE DEVELOPMENT
OF PARLIAMENT DURING THE
NINETEENTH CENTURY. By G.

LOWES DICKINSON, M A. 8vo, 7s. 6d.

Fitzmaurice.-CHARLES WILLIAM
FERDINAND, Duke of Brunswick

;
an

Historical Study. By Lord EDMOND
FITZMAUKICB. With Map and 2 Por-

traits. 8vo, 6s.

Froude (JAMES A.
).

THE HISTORY OF ENGLAND, from
the Fall of Wolsey to the Defeat of

the Spanish Armada. 12 vols. Cr.

8vo, 3*. Qd. each.

THE DIVORCE OF CATHERINE OF
ARAGON. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

THE SPANISH STORY OF THE AR-

MADA, and other Essays. Crown
8vo, 3s 6d.

THE ENGLISH IN IRELAND IN
THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY.
3 vols. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6rf.

ENGLISH SEAMEN IN THE SIX-
TEENTH CENTURY.
Cabinet Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s.

'

Silver Library
'

Edition. Crown

8vo, 3s. 6d

THE COUNCIL OF TRENT. Crown
8vo, 8s 6d

Fronde (JAMES A.) continued.

SHORT STUDIES ON GREAT SUB-
JECTS. 4 vols. Cr.8vo,8s.6rf.each.

C^SAR : a Sketch. Cr. 8vo, 3s. U
TWO LECTURES ON SOUTH AF-
RICA. Delivered before the Philo-

sophical Institute, Edinburgh, 6th

and 9th January, 1880. New Edition.

With an Introduction by MARUABKT
FROUDE. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. net.

Fuller.-EGYPT AND THE HINTER-
LAND. By FREDERIC W. FULLER.

With Frontispiece and Map of Egypt
and the Sudan. 8vo, 10s. M. net.

Gardiner (SAMDEL RAWSON, D.C.L.,

LL.D.).

HISTORY OF ENGLAND, from the

Accession of James I. to the Outbreak
of the Civil War, 1(503-1642. 10 vols.

Crown 8vo, 5s not each.

A HISTORY OF THE GREAT CIVIL
WAR, 1642-1649. 4vok Crown 8 vo,
5s net. each.

A HISTORY OF THE COMMON-
WEALTH AND THE PROTECT-
ORATE. 1642-1660. Vol. I. 1649-

1651, With 14 Maps. 8vo, 21,v.

Vol. II. 1651-1654. With 7 Maps.
8vo, 21s. Vol. Ill 1651-1656. With
6 Maps. 8vo, 21s.

WHAT GUNPOWDER PLOT WAS.
With 8 Illustrations Cr 8vo, 5s.

CROMWELL'S PLACE IN HISTORY.
Founded on Six Lectures delivered m
the University ot Oxford. Crown
8vo, 3s. 6d.

THE STUDENT'S HISTORY OF ENG-
LAND. With 378 Illustrations. Cr

8vo, 12s.

Also in Three Volumes, puce 4s. each.

Greville A JOURNAL OF THE
REIGNS OF KING GEORGE IV.,
KING WILLIAM IV

,
AND QUEEN

VICTORIA. By CHARLES C. F. GRE-

VILLE, formerly Clerk of the Council.

8 vols. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd. each.

GrossTHE SOURCES AND LITERA-
TURE OF ENGLISH HISTORY, from
the Earliest Times to about 1485. By
CHARLES GROSS, Ph.D., Harvard Uni-

versity. 8vo, 18s. net.
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Hamilton.-HISTORICAL RECORD
OF THE 14TH (KING'S) HUSSARS,
from A.D. 1716 to A.D. 1900. By Col-

onel HENRY BLACKBURNB HAMILTON,
M.A., Christ Church, Oxford

;
late com-

manding the Regiment With 32

Photogravure Portraits and numerous

other Illustrations in colours. 4to.

HARVARD HISTORICAL STUDIES.

THE SUPPRESSION OF THE AFRICAN
SLAVE TRADE TO THE UNITED
STATES OF AMERICA, 1638-1870.

By W. E. B. Du Bois, Ph.D. 8vo,

Is. U.

THE CONTEST OVER THE RATIFICA-
TION OF THE FEDERAL CONSTITU-
TION IN MASSACHUSETTS. By S.

B. HARDING, A.M. 8vo, 6s.

A CRITICAL STUDY OF NULLIFICA-
TION IN SOUTH CAROLINA. By
D. F. HOUSTON, A.M. 8vo, 6.s.

NOMINATIONS FOR ELECTIVE OF-
FICE IN THE UNITED STATES.

By FREDERICK W. DALLINGBR, A.M

8vo, 7s. M.

A BIBLIOGRAPHY OF BRITISH
MUNICIPAL HISTORY, including
Gilds and Parliamentary Representation.

By CHARLES GROSS, Ph.D 8vo, 12*.

THE LIBERTY AND FREE-SOIL
PARTIES IN THE NORTH-WEST.
By THEODORE C. SMITH, Ph.D. 8vo,

THE PROVINCIAL GOVERNOR IN
THE ENGLISH COLONIES OF
NORTH AMERICA. By EVARTS
BODTBLL GREENE. 8vo, 7s. 6d.

THE COUNTY PALATINE OF DUR-
HAM : a Study in Constitutional

History. By GAILLARD THOMAS LAPS-

LEY, Ph.D. 8vo, 10,?. 6&

Historic Towns. Edited by E. A
FREEMAN, D.C.L., and Rev. WILLIAM

HUNT, M.A. With Maps and Plans

Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd. eauh.

Bristol.

Hunt
By Rev. H.

Carlisle By Mandell

Creighton, D D.

Cinque Ports By
Montague Burrows

Colchester By Eev.
E. L Cutts.

Exeter. By E. A
Freeman.

London. By Rev. W.
J.Loftie.

Oxford By Eev W
C Boase

Winchester. By G
W Kitchm, D D

York. By Rev, James
Baine.

NewYoik ByThPO-
dote Roosevelt

Boston (IT S.) By
Henry Cabot Lodge.

Hunter.-A HISTORY OF BRITISH
INDIA. B) Sir WILLIAM WILSON
HUNTER, K.C.S.I., M.A., LL.D.

Vol. L Introductory to the Oveithiow
ot the English in the Spice Archi-

pelago, 1623. With 4 Maps. 8vo,

Vol. IL To the Union of the Old and
New Companies under the Earl ot

Godolphin's Award. 1708. 8vo, 16*.

Ingram.-A CRITICAL EXAMINA-
TION OF IRISH HISTORY being a

Replacement ot the False by the True.

From the Elizabethan Conquest to the

Legislative Union of 1800. By T. DON-
BAR INGRAM, LL.D. 2vols. 8vo, 24.v.

Joyce. A SHORT HISTORY OF
IRELAND, from the Earliest Times to

1603. By P. W. JOYCE, LL.D. Crown

8vo, 10s. 6rf.

Kaye and Malleson. HISTORY OF
THE INDIAN MUTINY, 1857-1858.

By Sir JOHN W. KAYE and Colonel G.

B. MALLE.SON. With Analytical Index

and Maps and Plans. 6 vols. Crown

8vo, 3s. 6rf. each.

Kent THE ENGLISH RADICALS:
an Historical Sketch. By C. B. ROY-
LANCE KENT. Crown 8vo, 7*. 6d,



LONGMANS AND CO.'S STANDARD A \'D GENERAL WORKS.

History, Politics, Polity, Political Memoirs, etc.

Lang (ANDREW).

THE COMPANIONS OF PfCKLE
;

being a Sequel to 'Pickle the Spy'.
With 4 Plates. 8vo, 16?.

continued.

THE MYSTERY OF MARY STUART.
With Portraits, etc. 8vo,

Laurie.-H1STOPJCAL SURVEY OF
PRE-CHRISTIAN EDUCATION. By
S S. LAURIE, A.M., LL.D. Ciowu

8vo, 7s. tid.

Lecky. (TheBt Hou. WILLIAM E. H.)

HISTORY OF ENGLAND IN THE
EIGHTEENTH CENTURY.

Library Edition. 8 vote. 8vo, 7 4s.

VoK I and II., 1700-17(50, 36?.

Volt,. III. and IV., 1760-1784, 36*.

Vols. V and VI., 1784-1793, 36s.

Vnis VI 1 and VIII., 1793-1800, 36s.

Qahind Edition. ENGL\NI>. 7 vols.

Crown 8\o, 6s. each. IRELAND. 5

vols. Ciown 8vo, (>,s. each.

HISTORY OF EUROPEAN MORALS
FROM AUGUSTUS TO CHAKLE-
MAGNE. 2 vols. Ciown 8vo, 1'2>>.

HISTORY OF THE RISE AND IN-

FLUENCE OF THE SPIRIT OF
RATIONALISM IN EUROPE. 2

vola. Crown 8vo, 12s.

DEMOCRACY AND LIBERTY.

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 36s.

Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Or. 8vo, 12s.

Lowell.-GOVERNMENTS AND
PARTIES IN CONTINENTAL
EUROPE. By A. LAWRENOK LOWELL.
2 vols. 8vOj 21s.

Lytton.-THE HISTORY OF LORD
LYTTON'S INDIAN ADMINISTRA-
TION, 1876-1880. By Lady BETTY
BALFOUR. With Portrait and Map.
Medium 8vo, 18s.

|

Macaulay (LORD).

THE LIFE AND WORKS OF LORD
MACAULAY.
' E<h nbuigh

'

Edition. 10 vols. 8vo,
6s each.

Vols. I.-IV, HISTORY OF ENG-
LAND.

Vols. V.-VII ESSAYS, BIO-

GRAPHIES, INDIAN PENAL
CODE, CONTRIBUTIONS TO
KNIGHT'S 'QUARTERLY
MAGAZINE'.

Vol. VIII. SPEECHES, LAYS OF
ANCIENT ROME, MISCEL-
LANEOUS POEMS.

Vols. IX and X. THE LIFE AND
LETTERSOFLORD MACAULAY.
By Sir G. 0. TREVETAAN, Bart.

THE WORKS.
' A lixm i/

'

Edition. With 12 Portraits.

12 vols. Large Crown 8vo, 3.?. 6d.

each.

Vols. r.-VI. HISTORY OF ENG-
LAND, FROM THE ACCESSION
OF JAMES THE SECOND.

Vols. VII.-X ESSAYS AND BIO-
GRAPHIES.

Vols. XI.-XII. SPEECHES, LAYS
OF ANCIENT ROME, ETC., AND
INDEX.

Ca/iiwt Edition. 16 vols. Post 8vo,
4 16s.

HISTORY OF ENGLAND FROM
THE ACCESSION OF JAMES THE
SECOND.

Popular Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo, 5s.

Student's Edition. 2 vols. Cr. 8vo, 125.

People's Edition. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo, 16s.

' A Ibani/
'

Edition. With 6 Portraits.

6 vols. Large Grown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

each.

Cabinet Mditwn. 8 vols. Post 8vo,
485.

'Edinburgh' Edition. 4 vols. 8vo,
6s. each.
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Macaulay (LORD) continued.

CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL
ESSAYS,WITH LAYS OPANCIENT
ROME, ETC., in 1 volume

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, 2*. 6d.

Authorised Edition. Or. 8vo, &. 6d,
or gilt edges, 3s. 6d.

* Silver Library' Edition. With
Portrait and 4 Illustrations to the
'

Lays '. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

CRITICAL AND HISTORICAL
ESSAYS.

Edition. 1 vol. Or. 8vo,

People- s Edition. 2 vols. Crown

8vo, 8s.

'

Trecrlyan' Edition. 2 vols. Crown
8vo, 9s

Cabinet Edition . 4 vols. Post 8vo,
24s.

1

Edinburgh
'

Edition. 3 vols. 8vo,
6s'. each'.

ESSAYS, which may be had separately,

sewed, bU each
; cloth, Is. each.

Fredeiic the Gieat
Rauke and Gladstone.
Loid liacou.

Lord Olive.

Lord Byron, and The
Comic Dramatists
of the Restoration.

AtldisonamlWalpole.
('inkers Boswell's
Johnson

llallani's Constitu-

tional Hihtory
Wai i en Hastings.
The Earl of Chatham
(Two Essays)

MTSCELLANEOUS WRITINGS.
People's Edition. Crown 8vo, 4s. 6U

MISCELLANEOUS WRITINGS,
SPEECHES, AND POEMS.
Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. Qd.

Cabinet Edition. 4 vols. Post 8vo,
246 .

SELECTIONSFROM THE WE[TINGS
OF LORD MACAULAY. Edited,
with Occasional Notes, by the Right
Hon. Sir G. 0. TREVELYAN, Bart.

Crown 8vo, 6s.

Mackinnon.-THE HISTORY OF
EDWARD THE THIRD (1327-1377).

By JAMES MACKINNON, Ph.D, 8vo, 18*.

May.-THE CONSTITUTIONAL HIS-
TORY OF ENGLAND since the Ac-
cession of George III. 1760-1870. By
Sir THOMAS ERSKINK MAY, K.C.B.

(Lord Farnborongh). 3 vols. Crown

8vo, 18s.

Merivale (CHARLES, D.D.), sometime
Dean of Ely.

HISTORY OF THE ROMANS UNDER
THE EMPIRE. 8 vols. Crown 8vo,
3s. Qd. each.

THE FALL OF THE ROMAN RE-
PUBLIC: a Short History ot the Last

Century of the Commonwealth. 12mo,
7s. Qd.

GENERAL HISTORY OF ROME,
from the Foundation ot the City to

the Fall of Augustulus, B.C. 753-A.D.

476. With 5 Maps. Crown 8vo,

7*. 6rf.

Montague.-THE ELEMENTS OF
ENGLISH CONSTITUTIONAL HIS-
TORY. By F. C. MONTAGUE, M.A.
Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

Wash. THE GREAT FAMINE AND
ITS CAUSES. By VAUGHAN NASH.
With 8 Illustrations irom Photographs

by the Author, and a Map of India

showing the Famine Area. Crown 8vo,

6s.

Powell and Trevelyan. THE
PEASANTS' RISING AND THE LOL-
LARDS . a Collection of Unpublished
Documents, forming an Appendix to

'England in the Age ot Wycliffe '.

Edited by EDGAR POWELL and G. M.
TBEVELYAN. 8vo, 66. net.

Bandolph.-THE LAW AND POLICY
OF ANNEXATION, with Special Refer-

ence to the Philippines; together with

Observations on the Status of Cuba. By
CARMAN F. RANDOLPH, of the New York

Bar, author of 'The Law of Eminent
Domain '. 8vo, 9. net.
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Ransome.-THE RISE OF CONSTI-
TUTIONAL GOVERNMENT IN ENG-
LAND. By CYRIL RANSOMB, M.A.
frown 8vo, <w.

Seebohm.-THE ENGLISH VILLAGE
COMMUNITY. By FREDERIC SEE-

BOHM, LL.D., F.S.A. With 13 Maps
and Plates. 8vo, 16s.

Shaw.-A HISTORY OF THE ENG-
LISH CHURCH DURING THE CIVIL
WARS AND UNDER THE COMMON-
WRALTH, 1640-1660. By WM. A.

SHAW, LittD. 2 vola. 8vo, 36s.

Smith. CARTHAGE AND THE
CARTHAGINIANS. By R. BOSWORTH
SMITH, M.A. With Maps, Plans, etc.

Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd

Stephens.-A HISTORY OF THE
FRENCH REVOLUTION. By H.
MORSE STEPHENS. Vols. I aiid II. 8vo,

18.9.

Sternberg.-MY EXPERIENCES OF
rrHE BOKR WAR. By ADALBERT
COL-NT STEHNBERQ. Translated tioni the

German. With Preface by Lieut. -Col.

G. F. R. HENDERSON, author of
'

Stone-

wall Jackson and the American Civil

War'
;

late Director of Military In-

telligence, Head-Quarters Staff, South

African Field Force. Cr. 8vo, 5s net.

Stubbs. HISTORY OF THE UNI-
VERSITY OF DUBLIN, from its

Foundation to the End of the Eighteenth
Century. By J. W. STCBBS. 8vo, 12s. U

Subaltern's (A) Letters to his
Wife. (The Boer War.) Cr. 8vo, 3s. Qd.

Sutherland.-THE HISTORY OF
AUSTRALIA AND NEW ZEALAND,
from 1606-1890 By ALEXANDER
SUTHERLAND, M.A., and GEORGE
SUTHERLAND, M.A. Crown 8vo, 2s. U,

Taylor. A STUDENT'S MANUAL
OF THE HISTORY OF INDIA. By
Colonel MEADOWS TAYLOR, C.S.I.

Crown 8vo, 7s. Qd.

Todd. PARLIAMENTARY GOVERN-
MENT IN THE BRITISH COLONIES.
By ALPHBUS TODD, LL.D. 8vo, 3(k net.

Trevelyan.-THE AMERICAN RE-
VOLUTION. Part I. 1766-1776. By
the Right Hon. Sir G. 0. THBVELYAN,
Bart. 8vo, 16a.

Trevelyan. ENGLAND INTHE AGE
OF WYCLIFFE. By GEORGE MACAU-
LAY TREVELYAN. 8vo, 15.s.

Wakeman and Hasaall. -KHSAYS
INTRODUCTORY TO THE STUDY
OF ENGLISH CONSTITUTIONAL
HISTORY. Edited by HENRY OFFLEY

WAKEMAN, M.A
,
and ARTHUR HAS-

8ALL, M.A. Crown 8vo, 6.v.

Walpole.-HISTORY OF ENGLAND
FROM THE CONCLUSION OF THE
GREAT WAR IN 1815 TO 1858. By
Sir SPKNOER WALPOLE, K.C.B. 6 vols.

Crown 8vo, 6s. each.

Wood-Martin.-PAGAN IRELAND.
AN ARCHAEOLOGICAL SKETCH. A
Handbook of Irish Pre-Christian An-

tiquities By W. G. WOOD-MARTIN,
M.R.I.A. With 512 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, Us.

Wylie (J. HAMILTON).

HISTORY OF ENGLAND UNDEK-
HENRY IV. By JAMES HAMILTON

WYLIE, M.A. 4 vols. Crown 8vo.

Vol. L, 1399-1404, 10s. 6d. Vol. II.,

1405-1406, 15s. (out of print). Vol.

III., 1407-1411, 15s. Vol. IV., 1411-

1413, 21s.

THE COUNCIL OF CONSTANCE TO
THE DEATH OF JOHN HUS being
the Ford Lectures, 1900. Crowu 8vo,
6s. net.
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Bacon.-THE LETTERS AND LIFE
OF FRANCIS HACON, INCLUDING
ALL HIS OCCASIONAL WORKS.
Edited by JAMBS SPBDDING. 7 vols.

8vo, 4 4s.

Bagehot. -BIOGRAPHICAL
STUDIES. By WALTER BAQEHOT.
Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

Carlyle THOMAS CARLYLK : A
History ot his Life. By JAM Kb ANTHONY
FHOUDK.

1795-1835. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, Is

1834-1881. '2 vols. Crown 8vo, 7s.

Caroline of Anspacli AND HER
TIMES. By W. H WILKINS, M.A.,
Author of 'The Love ot an Uncrowned

Queen '. 2 vols., 8vo.

Cellini.-CHISEL, PEN AND POIGN-
ARD, or Benvcnuto Cellini, his Times
and his Contemporaries. By the Author
ot

' The Life oi a Prig '. With 19 Illus-

tration*. Ciown 8vo, 5s.

Crozier.-MY INNER LIFE being a

Chapter m Personal Evolution and

Autobiography. By JOHN BEATTIE

CKOZIER, Ll.D. 8vo, 14*.

Dante. THE LIFE AND WORKS OF
DANTE ALLKIHIERI being an In-

troduction to the Study ol the
'

Divina

Conjruedia '. By the Rev. J. F. HOOAN,
D.D. With Portrait. 8vo, 12. bU

Danton.-LIFE OF DANTON. By A.

H. BEBSLY. With Portrait*. Cr. 8vo,6s.

De Bode. -THE BARONESS DE
BODE, 1775-1803. By WILLIAM S.

CHILDE-PEMBRUTON. With 4 Photo-

gravure Portraits and other Illustrations.

8vo, 12s. 6d. net.

Duncan. ADMIRAL DUNCAN. By
THK EARL OF CAMPBBDOWN. With 3

Portraits, 8vo, 16s,

Erasmus.-LIFE AND LETTERS OF
ERASMUS. By JAMBS ANTHONY
FHOUDE. Crown 8vo, 85. 6d.

Faraday.-FARADAY AS A DIS-
COVERER. ByJoHNTYNDALL. Crown

Foreign Courts AND FOREIGN
HOMES. By A. M. F. Crown Svo, 6.

Fox. THE EAllLY HISTORY OF
CFJARLES JAMES FOX. JJy the

Right lion. Sir (I. 0. TRJIVBLYAN, Bart.

Library Motion. Svo, 18*.

Ofwap Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6W.

Granville. SOMK RECORDS OF
THE LATER LIFE OF HARRIET,
COUNTESS GRANVILLK By her

Grand-daughter, the Hon. MRS. OLD-
FIBLD. With 17 Portraits. 8vo, 16. net.

Hamilton.-LIFE OF SIR WILLIAM
HAMILTON. By R. P. GRAVES. Svo,
3 vols. 15s. each. ADDENDUM. 8vo,
Qd. sewed.

Havelock. - MEMOIRS OF SIR
HENRY HAVKLOCK, K.C.B. By
JoHiN CLARK MARSHMAN. Crown 8vo.

Haweis. MY MUSICAL LIFE. By
the Rev. H. R. HAWBIS. With Portrait

of Richard Waguer and 3 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, Qs. net

Hiley.-MEMORIES OF HALF A
CENTURY. Bj the Rev. R. W. HILBY.
D.D. With Portrait 8vo, 15s.

Holroyd (MAEIA JOSBPHA).

THE GIRLHOOD OF MARIA JO-
SEPHA HOLROYD (Lady Stanley
of Alderley). Recorded in Letters of a

Hundred Years Ago, from 1776-1796.

Edited by J. H. ADEANB. With 6

Portraits. Svo, IBs.

THE EARLY MARRIED LIFE OF
MARIA JOSEPHA, LADY STAN-
LEY OF ALDERLEY, FROM 1796.

Edited by J. H. ADBANE. With 10

Portraits, etc, Svo, 18*.
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Jackson. STONEWALL JACKSON
AND THE AMERICAN CIVIL WAR.
By Lieut. -Col G. F. R. HENDERSON
With 2 Portraits and 33 Maps and

Plans. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 16s. net.

Leslie -THE LIFE AND CAM-
PAIGNS OF ALEXANDER LESLIE,
FIRST EARL OF LEVEN B\ C.

SANtoiiD TERRY. With Portrait, Maps
and Plans. 8vo, 16s.

Luther. LIFE OF LUTTIER By
JULIUS KOSTLIN. With 62 Illustra-

tions and 4 Facsimiles of MSS Crown

8vo, 3s. 6d.

Macaulay. THE LIFE AND LET-

TERS OF LORD MACAULAY. H\

the Right Hon. Sir G. TRBVBLYAN,
Bart.

Popular Edition. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 6d

Student's Edition. Cr. 8vo, 65.

Cabinet Edition. 2vols. Post Svo, 12*.

'

Edrnbmgh' Edition. 2 vols. 8vo,

6*. each.

library Edition. 2 vols 8vo, 36.v.

Marbot.-TIIE MEMOIRS OF THE
BARON DE MARBOT 2 vols. Crown

8vo, In.

MaxMuller(F.)
MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY a Fragment
With 6 Poi traits. 8vo, 12,s. Qd.

AULD LANG SYNE. Second Series.

Svo, 10s. 6d.

CHIPS FROM A GERMAN WORK-
SHOP Vol. II. Biographical Ess.iys.

Crown 8vo, 5s.

Meade.-GENERAL SIR RICHARD
MEADE AND THE FEUDATORY
STATES OF CENTRAL AND SOUTH-
ERN INDIA. By THOMAS HENRY
THORNTUN. With Portrait, Map and
Illustrations. 8vo, 10s. Qd. net.

Morris -THE LIFE OF WILLIAM
MORRIS. By J. W. MAOKAIL. With
6 Photogravure Portraits and 16 Illus-

trations. 2 vols. 8vo, 32s.

On the Banks of the Seine. By
A M. F

,
Authoress of

'

Foreign Courts
and Foreign Homes' Crown 8vo, 6s.

Pearson.-CHARLES HENRY PEAR-
SON, Author of 'National Life and
Charactei'. Menionals by Himself,

his Wife and his Fi lends. Edited l>y

WILLIAM STEBBINW. With a Portrait.

8vo, 14*.

Place. THE LIFE OF FRANCIS
PLACE, 1771-1854. By GRAHAM WAL-
LAS, M A. With 2 Portraits. 8vo, 12s.

Ramakrishna : his Life and Sayings

Ry the Right Hon. F. MAX MuLLKR.
Crown 8vo, 5s.

Romanes. THE LFFE AND LET-
TERS OF GEORGE.IOHN ROMANES
Wnttuii and Edited by 1m WIFE With
Portr.tit and 2 II Initiations Ciown 8vo,
5s. net.

Russell. SWALLOWFIELD AND
ITS OWNERS By CONST YNCE, Lady
RUSSELL ot Swallowfield Paik. With

Photogiavure Portraits and other Illus-

trations. 4to.

Seebohm. THE OXFORD REFOR-
MERS-JOHN COLKT, ERASMUS,
AND THOMAS MORE a History ot

their Fellow-Work. By FREDERICK
SEBBOHM. Svo, 14.?.

Shakespeare. OUTLINES OF THE
LIFE OF SHAKESPEARE. By J
HALLIWELL-PHILL1PPS. With II-

lustrations and Facsimiles. 2 vols. Royal
Svo, 21.?.

Victoria, Queen, 1819-1900. By
KKHVRD R. HOLMES, M.V.O., F S.A
Librarian to the Queen New and
Cheaper Edition. With a Supplementary
Chapter, bringing the narrative to the

Queen's visit to Ireland, 1900. With
Photogravure Portrait Cr Svo, 5s. net.

Wellington.-LIFE OF THE DUKE
OF WELLINGTON. By the Rev. G. R.

GLBIO, M.A. Crown Svo, 3s. U.
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Travel and Adventure, the Colonies, etc.

Arnold.-SEAS AND LANDS. By Sir

EDWIN ARNOLD. With 71 Illustrations

Crown 8vo, 3s. 6rf.

Baker (Sir S. W.).

EIGHT YEARS IN CEYLON With
6 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s 6

THE RIFLE AND THE HOUND IN

CEYLON. With 6 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 36. Qd.

Ball (JOHN).

THE ALPINE GUIDE.

Vol. ]., THE WESTERN ALPS the

Alpine Region, South of the Rhone

Valley, from the Col de Tenda to

the Simplon Pass. With 9 New
and Revised Maps. Crown 8vo,

125. net.

Vol. II., THE CENTRAL ALPS,
North of the Rhone Valley, from

the Simplon Pass to the Adige

Valley. [In preparation.

HINTS AND NOTES, PRACTICAL
AND SCIENTIFIC, FOR TRAVEL-
LERS IN THE ALPS. A New Ed-

ition, prepared on behalf of the

Alpine Club. By W. A. B. COOLIDGE.

Crown 8vo, 3& net

Bent.-THE RUINED CITIES OF MA-
SHONALAND. being a Record of

Excavation and Exploration in 1891.

By J. THEODORE BENT. With 117 Il-

lustrations. Crown 8vo, 8s. 6d.

Brassey (THE LATB LADY).

SUNSHINE AND STORM IN THE
EAST.

Cabinet Edition. With 2 Maps and
114 Illustrations. Cr, 8vo, Is. Gd.

Popular Edition. With 103 Illus-

trations. 4to, 6U sewed, Is. cloth.

Brassey (THE LATB LADY) continued.

A VOYAGE IN THE ' SUNBEAM '

,

OUR HOME ON THE OCEAN FOR
ELEVEN MONTHS.

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 66

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.

'Silver Library' Edition. With 66

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d

Popular Edition. With 60 Illus-

trations. 4to, Qd. sewed, Is. cloth.

School Edition. Witk 37 Illustra-

tions Pep., 2s. cloth, or 3s wlnte

parchment

IN THE TRADES, THE TROPICS,
AND THE 'ROARING FORTIES'.

Cabinet Edition. With Map and 220
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 7*. Qd.

Crawford. - SOUTH AMERICAN
SKETCHES. By ROBERT CRAWFORD,
M.A. Crown 8vo, 6s

Proude (JAMES A.
).

OCEANA : or England and her Colon-

ies. With 9 Illustrations. Crown

8vo, 3s 6d.

THE ENGLISH IN THE WEST IN-
DIES or,theBowofUl>sses With
9 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 2s.

boards, 2s. U. cloth.

Heathcote. ST. KILDA. By NOR-
MAN HEATHOOTR With a Map and 80

Illustrations from the Sketches and

Photogiaphs of the
People, Scenery and

Biids, by the Author. 8vo, 10s. 6tf. net.

Howitt-VISITS TO REMARKABLE
PLACES. Old Halls, Battlefields,

Scenes, illustrative of Striking Passages
in English History and Poetry. By
WILLIAM HOWITT. With 80 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, ft. Qd.
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Knight (E.F.).

THE CRUISE OF THE ' ALERTE '

;

the Narrative of a search for Trea-

sure on the Desert Inland of Trinidad.

With 2 Maps and 23 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd

WHKHE THREE EMPIRES MEET- a

Nairatw of Recent Travel in Kash-

mir, Western Tibet, Baltistan, Ladak,

Gilgit, and the adjoining Countries.

With a Map and 54 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Tl IE ' FALCON ' ON THE BALTIC a

Voyage irom London to Copenhagen
in a Three-Tonner With 10 Full-

page Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 3*. 6

Lees. -PEAKS AND PINES another
Norway JBook. By J. A. LEES, Joint
Author of 'Three in Norway,' and

'BC., 1887'. With 63 Illustrations

from Drawings and Photographs. Cr.

vo, 6*.

Lees and Clutterbuck. B.C. 1887.
A RAMBUS IN BRITISH COLUMBIA
By J. A LBKS and W J. CLUTTKKBITCK.
With Map and 75 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, &*. 6f/.

Lynch. ARMENIA Travels and
Studies. By H. F. B. LYNCH. With
100 Whole-page lllustmtions and up-
wards ol 100 in the text, reproduced
trom Photoglyphs by the Author, Pluiis

of Mountains, Ancient Sites, etc., and
a Map. 2 vols. 8vo.

Macdonald.-THE GOLD COAST:
PAST AND PRESENT. By GKOROB
MACDONALD, Director of Education and
H.M. Inspector of Schools lor the Gold
Coast Colony and the Protectorate. With
32 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 7s, 6d,

Nansen. THE FIRST CROSSING OF
GREENLAND By FRIDPJOK NANSEN.
With 143 Illustrations and a Map. Cr.

8vo, 3s. Gd.

Notes on Reconnoitring IN
SOUTH AFRICA -BUKR WAR, 1899-

1900. 16mo, Is net

Rice. -OCCASIONAL ESSAYS ON
NATIVE SOUTH INDIAN LIFE. B>
STANLBI P HICK, Indian Civil Service.

8vo, 10s. Gd.

Smith. -CLIMBING IN TH B Bl! IT1SII

ISLES. K\ W. P. HASKEIT SMITH.
With Illustrations by BUB CAKR and
numerous Plans

Part I. ENGLAND 16mo, &. net.

PART II. WALES AND IRELAND.
16mo, 3,s. net.

Stephen. THE PLAYGROUND OF
EUROPE (Tlie Alps). By LESLIK
STEPHEN With 4 Illustrations. Ci

8vo, 3s. Gd.

Three in Norway. By Two of them.
With a Map and 59 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo, 2* lioaids, 2,s 6rf cloth.

Tyndall (JOHN).

THE GLACIERS OF THE ALPS,
being a Narrative of Excursions and
Ascents. An Account of the Origin
and Phenomena of Glaciers, and an

Exposition of the Physical Principles
to which they are related. With 61

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 65. &d. net.

HOURS OF EXERCISE IN THE
ALPS. With 7 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo, 6s. 6rf. net,
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Sport and Pastime.

THE BADMINTON LIBRARY.
Edited by His GRACE THE LATE DUKE OF BEAUFORT, K.G., and A. E. T.

WATSON. Crown 8vo, price 105. Gtl. each Volume, Cloth.

** The Volumes me also issued half-bound in Leather, with gilt toy. The price
can be hadfrom all Eookwllen.

ARCHKBY. By C. J. LOM.MAN and
Col. II. WALROND. With Couhihutions.

by Mivs Lfcuir, Viscount DILLON, etc.

With 2 Maps, 23 Plates, and 172 Illus-

trations in the Text. Or 8vo, 10s. Qd.

ATHLETICS Bj MONTAGUE SHEAR-
MAN. With Chapter*. on Athletics at

School by W. BEACH THOMAS
,
Athletic

Spoils m Amenta by C. H. SH^KILL
,
a

Contribution on Paper-chasing by W
IvYt, ami an Introduction by Sir RICH-
ARD WEBSTER (Lord Alvei.stone)
With 12 Plate;, uud 27 Illustrations in

the Text. Crown 8vo, 10i. Gd.

BIG GAME SHOOTING. By CLIVE
PHILLIPS-WOLLEY.

Vol. I. AHUCA AND AMERICA.
With Contributions by Sir SAMUEL
W. BAKER, w. C. OMVELL, F. C

SEM>US, etc. With 20 Plates and 57

Illustrations in the Text, Crown 8vo,
105. U

Vol II. EUROPE, ASIA, AND THE
ARCTIC REGIONS. With Contu-
hutions by Lieut. -Colonel R HEBFH
PERCY, Major ALGERNON C. HEBKR
PEKCY, etc.' With 17 Plates and 56

Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo,

BJ LLIARDS. By Major W. BUOADFOOT,
R.E., A. U. ROYD.'SYDENHAM DIXON,
etc. With 11 Plates, 19 initiations
m the Text, and numerous* Dinar*]

Crown 8vo, 10s Qd.

COURSING AND FALCONRY. Couus-

INO, by HARDING Cox, thoroughly
Revised by CHAKLES RICHARDSON,
FALCONRY, by the Hon. GERALD Luv
CKLLES. With 20 Plates and 55 lllns-

tiations in the Text Cr. 8vo, 10s. 6'rf.

CRICKET. By A. G. STHBL, the Hon.
R. H. LYTTELTON, ANDREW LANG, W.
G. GBACE, etc. With 33 Plates and 52

Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo.

10s. Gd.

CYCLING By the EARL OF ALBEMABLE
and G. Lvcv HILUER. With 19 Plates

and 41 Illustrations in the Text. Cr.

8vo, 104 6d.

DANCING. By Mrs. LILLY GROV^,
Miss MIDDLETON, The Hon Mrs.

ARMYTAGB, etc With Musical Ex-

amples, and 88 Full-page Plates and
93 Illustrations m the Text. Cr. 8vo,
10s W.

DRIVING. By Hi* Grace the late DUKB
OF .BEAUFORT, K.G., A B. T. WATSON,
THE EARL OF ONFLOW, etc. With 12
Plates and 54 Illustiations in the Text
Crown 8vo, 10.:,. Gd.

FENCING, BOXING AND WREST-
LING. By WALTER H. POLLOCK, F.

C GROVE, C. PROVOST, E li MITCHELL,
and WALTER AHMS>TRONG. With 18
Plates and 24 Jllustratioiu, in the Text.

Crown 8vo, 10s. Gd.

FISHING. By H. CHOLMONDELEY-
PENNELL.

Vol. I. SALMON AND TrtouT. With
Contributions by H R. FRANCIS,
Major JOHN P. TRUIERNE, etc. With
9 PUtes and numerous Illustrations ol

Tackle, etc. Crown 8vo, 10s- 6;?.

Vol. II. PlKJK AND Ol'Httt L'OARhK
FISH. With Coutnlmtion.s l,y the

MARQUIS OF KXETER, WILLI\M
SENIOR, G. CHRISTOPHER DAVI&, ete.

With 7 Plates and numerous Illustra-

tions ol Tackle, ok. Cr. 8vo, 10*. 6V.

FOOTBALL. HISTORY, by MONTAGUE
SHEARMAN

,
THE ASSOCIATION GAMK,

by W ,1 OAKLEY and G. SMITH
,

THE lliuBY UNION GAME, by FRANK
MITCHKLL. With other Contribu-

tion by R. E. MACNACJHTEN, M. C.

KEMP, J. E. VINCENT, WALTER C^MP
and A. SUTHERLAND. With 19 Plates

and 35 Illustrations in the Text. Crown

8vo, 10s. M,
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Sport and IJastime continued.

THE BADMINTON LIBRARY continued.

GOLF. By HORACE G. HUTOHINSON.
With Contributions by the Rt. Hon. A.

J. BALFOUR, M. P.
,
Sir WALTER SIMPSON,

Bait., ANDREW LANG, etc. With 32

Plates and 57 Illustrations in the Text.

Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.

H TINTING. By His, Grace the late DUKE
OF BEAUFORT, K.G., MOWBKAY MORRIS,
the EARL OF SUFFOLK AND BBKKISHIUB,
G. H. LONOMAN, etc With 5 Pl,vte&

and f4 Illustrations 111 the Text. Crown

8vo, 106. 6rf.

MOUNTAINEERING. By C T. DENT,
the Right Hon. J. BRYCK, M.P., Sir

MARTIN CONWAY, D. W FRISHFII<,LD,
etc. With 13 Plates and (

.)1 Illustrations

in the Text. Crown bvo, 10s. tirf.

FORTHY OF SPORT (THE). Selected

by HE \DLEY PERK. With a Cli.ipter

on Classical Allusions to Spott l>y

ANDREW LANG, and a Special Preface

to tlie BADMINTON LIBRARY by
A. E. T. WATbON. With 32 Plates and

74 Illustrations m the Text. Crown
8vo, 106. 6W.

RACING AND STEEPLE-CHASING.
By the EARL OF SUFFOLK AND BERK-

SHIRE, W. G. CRAVEN, the Hon. F.

LAWLBY, ARTHUR COVENTRY, and A E.

T. WATSON. With Frontispiece and 56

Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo,
105. bU

RIDING AND POLO. By Captain
ROBERT WEIR, the late DUKE OF BEAU-

|

J-OUT, the EARL OF ONSLOW, J. MURRAY
BROWN, T. F. DALE, etc. With 25

Plates and 37 Illustrations in thu Text.

Crown 8vo, 10s. Gd.

ROWING. By R. P. P. ROWE and C. M.
PITMAN. With Chapters on Steering

by C. P. SmiocoLD ,md F. C. BEGG;
Metropolitan Rowing by S. LE BLANC
SMITH; and on PUNTING by P. W.
SQUIRE. With 75 Illustrations. Crown

8vo, 105. 6d.

SEA FISHING. By JOHN BICKERDYKE,
Sir H. W. GORE-BOOTH, ALFRED C.

HARMSWORTH, and W. SENIOR. With
22 Full-page Plates and 175 Illustrations

in the Text Crown 8vo, 10s. bd.

SHOOTING.

Vol. I. FIELD AND COVERT. By LORD
WALSINGHVM, Sit RVLVH PAYNE-

GALLWEY, Bart., the Hon. GERALD
LASCELLES and A. J. STUART-
WOKTLBY, With 11 Plates and 95

Illustrations in the Text. Crown 8vo,
105. fyl.

Vol. II. MOOR AND MARSH. By
LORD WALSINGHAM, Sir RALPH
PAYNE-G \LLWEY, Bart., LORD LOVAT
and LORD CHARLES LENNOX KBRR.
With 8 Plates and 57 Illustrations in

the Text. Ciown 8vo, 105. Qd.

SKATING, CURLING, TOBOGGANING.
By J. M. HEATHOOTE, C. G. TEBBUTT,
T. MAXWELL WITHAM, etc. With 12

Plates and 272 Illustrations in the Text.

Crown 8vo, 10s. $d.

SWIMMING. By ARCHIBALD SINCLAIR
and WILLIAM HENRY. With 13 Plates

and 112 Illustrations m the Text. Crown
8vo, 10*. 6d.

TENNIS, LAWN TENNIS, RACKETS
AND FIVES. By J. M. and C. G.

HEATHCOTE, E. 0. PLEYDELL-BOUVERIE,
and A. C. AiNGER. With Contributions

by the Hon. A. LYTTELTON, W. C.

MARSHALL, Miss L DOD, etc. With
12 Plates and 67 Illustrations in the

Text. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.

YACHTING.

Vol. I. CRUISING, CONSTRUCTION OF

YACHT&, YACHT RACING RULES,
FITTING-OUT, etc. By Sir EDWARD
SULLIVAN, Bart., the EARL OF PEM-

BROKE, LORD BRASSEY, K.C.B., R. T.

PRITCHETT, E. F. KNIGHT, etc. With
21 Plates and 93 Illustrations in the

Text. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6rf.

Vol. II. YACHT CLUBS, YACHTING IN

AMERICA AND THE COLONIES, YACHT
RACING, etc. By R. T. PRITCHBTT,
the MARQUIS OF DOFFERIN AND AVA,
K.P.,theBARLOFONSLOw,etc. With
35 Plates and 160 Illustrations in the

Text. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d,
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FUR, FEATHER, AND FIN SERIES.
Edited by by A. E. T. WATSON.

Crown 8vo, price 5s. each Volume, cloth.

%* The Volumes are also ismed half-bound in Leather, ivith gilt top. The price can

be hadfrom a
"

T H K PA RTRIDGE. NATURAL HISTORY,
by the Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON

;

SHOOTING, by A. J. STUART-WORTLEY ;

COOKERY, by GEORGE SAINTSBURY.
With 11 Illustrations and various Dia-

grams in the Text. Crown 8vo, 5s.

THE GROUSE. NATURAL HISTORY, by
the Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON; SHOOT-

ING, by A. J. STUART-WORTLEY;
COOKERY, by GEORGE SAINTSBURY.

With 13 Illustrations and various Dia-

grams in the Text. Crown 8vo, 5s.

THE PHEASANT. NATURAL HISTORY,

by the Rev. H. A. MACTHERSON
,
SHOOT-

ING, by A. J. STUART-WORTLBY ;

COOKERY, by ALEXANDER INNES SHAND.
With 10 Illustrations and various Dia-

grams. Crown 8vo, 5s.

THE HARE. NATURAL HISTORY, by the

Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON
; SHOOTING,

by the Hon. GERALD LASCELLES;
COURSING, by CHARLES RICHARDSON;
HUNTING, by J. S. GIBBONS and G. H.

LONGMAN
, COOKERY, by Col. KENNEY

HERBERT. With 9 Illustrations. Crown

8vo, 5s.

RED DEER. NATURAL HISTORY, by the

Rev. H. A. MACPHERSON
;
DEER STALK-

ING, by CAMERON o? LOCHIKL
;
STAG

HUNTING, by Viscount EHRINGTON
;

COOKERY, by ALEXANDER TNNES SHAND
With 10 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5s.

THE SALMON. By the Hon. A E.

GATHORNE-HARDY. With Chapters on

the Law of Salmon Fishing by CLAUD
DOUOIAS PENNANT, COOKERY, by ALEX-
ANDER TNNES SHAND. With 8 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, 5s.

THE TROUT. By the MARQUESS OF
GRANHY. With Chapters on the Breed-

ing of Trout by Col. H. CUSTANCJ*
;
anil

COOKERY, by ALEXANDER INNES SHAND.
With 12 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5s.

THE RABBIT. By JAMES EDMUND
HARTING. With a Chapter on Cookery
by ALEXANDER INNES SHAND. With 10

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5.?.

PIKE AND PERCH. By WILLIAM SENIOR

('Red Spinner/ Editor of the Field).
With Chapters by

' JOHN BICKKRDTKR
'

and W H. POPE. COOKERY, by ALEX-
ANDER INNES SHAND. With 12 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, 5s.

Bickerdyke.--DAYS OF MY LIFE
ON WATER, FRESH AND SALT:
and other papers. By JOHN BICKER-
DYKE. With Photo-Etching Frontis-

piece and 8 Full-page Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 6s.

Blackburne. MR. BLACKBURNE'S
GAMES AT CHESS. Selected, An-
notated and Arranged by Himself.

Edited, with a Biographical Sketch and
a briet History of Blindfold Chess, by
P. ANDERSON GRAHAM. With Portrait

of Mr. Blackburne, 8vo, 7s. M. net.

Cawthorne and Herod. KOYAL
ASCOT : its History and its Associa-

tions. By GEORGE JAMES CAWTHORNE
and RICHARD S. HEROD. With 32

Plates and 106 Illustrations in the Text.

Demy 4to, 1 11*. U. net.

Dead Shot (The) : or, Sportsman's

Complete Guide. Being a Treatise on

the use of the Gun, with Rudimentary
and Finishing Lessons in the Art of

Shooting Game of all kinds. Also

. Game-driving, Wildfowl and Pigeon-

Shooting, Dog-breaking, etc. By
MARKSMAN. With numerous Illustra-

tions, Crown 8vo, 10s. 6rf,
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Ellis.-CHESS SPARKS ; or, Short and

Bright Games of Chess. Collected and

Arranged by J. H. ELLIS, M.A. 8vo,

4*, bU

Polkord.~THE WILD-FOWLER: A
Treatibc on Fowling, Ancient and

Modem, descriptive also of Decoys and

Flight-ponds, Wild-towl Shooting,

Gunning-punts, Shooting-yacht?, etc

Also Fowling in the Feus and in For-

eign Countries, Rock-fowling, etc., etc.

By H. 0. FOLKARD. With 13 Engrav-

ings on Steel, and several Woodcuts.

8vo, 12. 6d.

Ford. - MIDDLESEX COUNTY
CRICKET CLUB, 18b'4-1899 Written

and Compiled by W. J. FORD (at the

request of the Committee of the County
C.C.). With Frontispiece Portrait of

Mr. V. K. Walker. 8vo, 10s. net

Ford. THE THEORY AND PRAC-
TICE OF ARCHERY By HORACE
FORD. New Edition, thoroughly Re-

vised and Rewritten by W. BUTT, M.A.
With a Preface by C. J. LONGMAN, M.A.

8vo, 14s.

Francis. A BOOK ON ANGLING
or, Treatise on the Art of Fishing in

every Branch
; including full illustrated

List of Salmon Flies By FRANCIS
FRANCIS. With Portrait and Coloured

Plates. Ciown 8vo, 15s.

Oathorne-Hardy.-AUTUMNS IN
ARGYLESH1RK WITH ROD AND
GUN. By the Hon. A. E. GATHORNE-
HARDY. With 8 Photogravure Illus-

trations by ARCHIBALD THORBURN.

8vo, 1QA 6a. net.

Graham. - COUNTRY PASTIMES
FOR BOYS. By P. ANDERSON GRA-
HAM. With 252 Illustrations from

Drawings and Photographs. Crown

8vo, 3s. net.

Hutchinson. THE BOOK OF GOLF
AND GOLFERS. By HORACE G.

HUTCHINSON. With Contributions by
Miss AMY PASCOK, H. H. HILTON,
J. H. TAYLOR, H. J. WHIGHAM and
Messrs. SDTTON & SONS. With 71

Portraits Irom Photographs, Urge
Crown 8vo, 7*. (W, net.

Lang. ANGLING SKETCHES. By
ANDREW LANG. With 20 Illustrations

Crown 8vo, '6s. 6rf.

Lillie (ARTHUR).

CROQUET, its History, Rules and
Secrets. With 4 Full-page Illustra-

tions, 15 Illustrations in the Text, and
27 Diagrams. Crown 8vo, 65

CROQUET UP TO DATE. Containing
the Ideas and Teachings of the Lead-

ing Players and Champions. With
Coiitiibutions by Lieut.-Col. the Hon.
II. NBEDHAM, C. D. LOCOCK, etc

With 19 Illustrations (15 Portraits)
and numerous Diagrams. 8vo, 10*.

Qd. net.

Longman.-CHESS OPENINGS. By
FREDERICK W. LONGMAN. Fcp. 8vo,
2s. Qd.

Madden.-THE DIARY OF MASTER
WILLIAM SILENCE: a Study ot

Shakespeare and of Elizabethan Sport.

By the Right Hon. D. H. MADDEN,
Vice-Chancellor of the University of

Dublin. 8vo, 16s.

Maskelyne. SHARPS AND FLATS
a Complete Revelation of the Secrets of

Cheating at Games of Chance and
Skill. By JOHN NEVIL MASKELYNE, of

the Egyptian Hall. With 62 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, 6*.

Millais.-THE WILD-FOWLER IN
SCOTLAND. By JOHN GUILLE MIL-

LAIS, P.Z S., etc. With a Frontispiece
lu Photogravure after a Drawing b> Sir

J. E. MILLAIS, Bart., P.R.A. 8 Photo-

gravure Plates, 2 Coloured Plates, and
50 Illustrations from the Author's

Drawings and from Photographs. Royal
4to, 80s. net.

Moffat. - CRICKETY CRICKET
Rhymes and Parodies. By DOUGLAS
MOFFAT. With Frontispiece by Sir

FRANK LOCKWOOD, Q.C., M.P., and 53
Illustrations by the Author. Crown

8vo, 2*. 6d.

Park. THE GAME OF GOLF. By
WILLIAM PARK, Jun., Champion
Golfer, 1887-89. With 17 Plates and
26 Illustrations in the Text. Crown

8vo, 7a. M,
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Sport and Pastime continued.

Payne-Gallwey (Sir RALPH, Bart
}

LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS
(First Series). On the choice and
Use ot a Gun With 41 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 7*. oW.

LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS
(Second Syriej,}. On the Production,

Preservation, and Killing of Game.
With Directions m Shooting Wood-

Pigeons and Breaking-m Retrievers.

With Portrait and 103 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 12s. 6rf.

LETTERS TO YOUNG SHOOTERS
{Third Series). Comprising a Short
Natural History ot the Wildlowl that
are liare or Common to the British

Islands, with Complete Directions m
Shooting Wildfowl on the Coast and
Inland. With 200 Illustrations Cr.

Pole. THE THEORY OF THE MOD-
ERN SCIENTIFIC GAME OF WHIST.
By WILLIAM POLK, F.K.S Fcp. 8vo,
2,-? net.

Proctor.- HOW TO PLAY WHIST
with the Laws anil Etiquette ol Whist.

13) KiuHAiiD A PROCTOR. Crown 8vo,
3s. net.

Ronalds.-THK FLY-FISHER'S EN-
TOMOLOGY By ALFRED RONALDS.
With 20 Coloured Plates. 8vo, 145.

Selo us. --SPORT AND TRAVEL,
EAST AN]) WEST By FREDERICK
CouuThNi-A HKLOUS With 18 Plates

and 35 llluotrations m the Text, Med-
ium 8vo, 12i. b'd. 11 t

Wilcocks. THE SEA FISHERMAN-
Comprising the chief Methods of Hook
and Line Fishing in the British and
other Seas, and Remarks on Nets, Boats
and Boating By 3 WlLOOCKS. Il-

lustrated. Crown 8vo, 6s,

Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy.

LOUIC, RHETORIC, PSYCHOLOGY, ETU.

Abbott.~THE ELEMENTS OF LOGIC.

By T. K. ABBOTT, B D. 12mo, 3^.

Aristotle.

THE ETHICS Greek Text, Illustra-

ted with Ess,iy and Notes By Sir

ALEXANDER GRANT, Bart

8vo, 32s.

vols.

AN INTRODUCTION TO ARISTOT-
LE'S ETHICS. Books l.-IV. (Book
X., c. vi -ix in an Appendix )

With
a continuous Analysis and Notes.

By the Rev. E. MOORE, D.D. Crown
8vo,

Bacon (FRAMOIS).

COMPLETE WORKS. Edited by R.

L. ELLIS, JAMBS SPBDDINQ and D. D,

HEATH, 7vola. 8vo, 3 13*. Qd.

Bacon (FRANCIS) cc^tnited.

LETTERS AND L1FK, including all

his occasional Works. Edited by
jAMhs SPEDDINO. 7 vols. 8vo,
4 46.

THE ESSAYS . With Annotations By
RICHARD WHATELY, D D. 8vo, 10s. Qd.

THE ESSAYS: With Notes by F.

STORB aud C. H. GIBSON Crown

8vo, 3s. 6d

THE ESSAYS- With Introduction,
Notes and Index. By E. A. ABBOTT,
DD. 2 vols. Fcp 8vo, 6s. The
Text and Jndex only?

without Intro-

duction and Notes, in on volume.

Fcp. 8vo, 2s. Qd.
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy continued.

Bain (ALEXANDER).

DISSERTATIONS ON LEADING
PHILOSOPHICAL TOPICS: being

Articles reprinted from ' Mind '.

MENTAL AND MORAL SCIENCE : a

Compendium of Psychology and

Ethics. Crown 8vo, 10s. 6rf.

Part I. PSYCHOLOGY AND HIS-

TORY OF PHILOSOPHY. Crown

8vo, 6*. 6rf.

Part II. THEORY OF ETHICS
AND ETHICAL SYSTEMS. Cr.

8vo, 4s. 6d.

LOGIC. Part I. DEDUCTION. Crown

8vo, 4s. Part II. INDUCTION. Qrown

8vo, 6s. M.

THE SENSES ANDTHE INTELLECT.

8vo, 15s.

THE EMOTIONS AND THE WILL.

8vo, 15s.

PRACTOAL ESSAYS. Cr. 8vo, 2s.

Bray._THE PHILOSOPHY OF NE-
CESSITY- or, Law in Mind aa in

Matter. By CHARLES BRAY. Crown

Crozier (JOHN BBATTIE, LL.D.).

CIVILIZATION AND PROGRESS:
being the Outlines of a New System
of Political, Religious and Social

Philosophy. 8vo, 14s.

HISTORY OF INTELLECTUAL DE-
VELOPMENT- on the Lines of Mod-
ern Evolution.

Vol. I. Greek and Hindoo Thought;
Graeco-Roman Paganism ; Judaism

;

aud Christianity down to the Closing
of the Schools of Athens by J

tinian, 529 A.D. 8vo, 14s.

Green (THOMAS HILL). THE WORKS
OF, Edited by R. L. NKTTLBSHIP.

Vols. I. and II. Philosophical Works.

8vo, 16*. each.

Vol. HI. Miscellanies. With Index to

the three Volumes, and Memoir. 8vo,

LECTURES ON THE PRINCIPLES
OF POLITICAL OBLIGATION
With Preface by BERNARD BOSAN-
QUET, 8VO, 5s,

OurnhilL-THE MORALS OF SUI-
CIDE. By the Rev. JAMBS GURNHILL.
Crown 8vo, 6*.

Hodgson (SHADWORTH H.).

TIME AND SPACE a Metaphysical
Essay. 8vo, 16*.

THE THEORY OF PRACTICE: an
Ethical Inquiry. 2 vols. 8vo, 24*.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF REFLEC-
TION. 2 vols. 8vo, 21*.

THE METAPHYSICS OF EXPERI-
ENCE. Book I. General Analysis
of Experience ;

Book II. Positive

Science; Book III. Analysis of

Conscious Action
;
Book IV. The

Real Universe. 4 vols. 8vo, 36*. net.

Hume. THE PHILOSOPHICAL
WORKS OF DAVID HUME. Edited

by T. H. GREEN and T. H. GROSE. 4

vols. 8vo, 28,9. Or separately. Essays.
2 vols. 14$. Treatise of Human Nature.

2 vols. 145.

James.-THE WILL TO BELIEVE,
and Other Essays in Popular Philosophy.

By WILLIAM JAMBS, M.D., LL.D., etc.

Crown, 8vo, 7s 6rf.

I
Justinian.-THE INSTITUTES OF

Davidson.-THE LOGIC OF Dl ! JUSTINIAN : Latin Text, chiefly that

F1NITION, Explained and Applied.

By WILLIAM L. DAVIDSON, M. A. Crown

8vo, 6

of Huschke, with English Introduction,

Translation, Notes and Summary. By
THOMAH C. BANDARS, M.A. 8vo, 18s,
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Mental, Moral and Political Philosophy continued.

^ill (JOHN STUAHT).

A SYSTEM OF LOGIC. Cr. 8vo, 3s. ft*.

ON LIBERTY. Crown 8vo, 1*. 4d.

CONSIDERATIONS ON REPRESEN
TATIVE GOVERNMENT. Crown
8vo, 2a.

Kant (!MM \NCJEL).

CRITIQUE OF PRACTICAL RKASON,
AND OTHER WORKS ON TFIK
THEORY OF ETHICS Translate.!

byT. K. AimoTT, H.D With Meinon.

8vo, Us M
FUNDAMENTAL PHINC1PLEH OF
THE MET4PHYSIC OF ETHICS.
Translated Ijy T K. AuBon, U.D.

Crown 8vo, y.

INTRODUCTION TO LOGIC, AND
HIS ESSAY ON THE MISTAKEN
SUBT1UTY OF THE FOUR
FIGURES Translated by T K.

ABBOTT. 8vo, 6s.

Kelly.- GOVERNMENT OR HUMAN
EVOLUTION, By KDMOND KELLY,

M.A, FC.S. Vol. I Justice Crown

8vo, 7* M not Vol I ! Collectivism

and Individualism. Ciowi. 8u>

Kill ick. HANDBOOK TO MILL'S
SYSTEM OF LOGIC B\ Rev. A. II.

KILI.ICK, M.A Cr..\\ii8vo, &. 6V

Ladd (GBORGb TRDMBULL)
A TH KORY OF REALITY An Ess iv

in Mi'tapliybical System upon tliu

BasiHot Human Cognitive Kvpt'muce.
8vo, 18.s

ELEMENTS OF PHYSIOLOGICAL Sully (JAMES).

PSYCHOLOGY. 8vo, 21,s
'

THE HUMAN MIND . a Text-book of

OUTLINES OF DESCRIPTIVE PSY- ,

CHOLOGY a '!V\L Book ot Afuntal !

UTILITARIANISM. 8vo, 2^. 6d.

EXAMINATION OF SIR WILLIAM
HAM! LTON'S PHILOSOPH Y 8vo,
164

NATURE, THE UTILITY OF RE-
LIGION AND THhliSM. Three

Essays. 8vo, 5*.

Monck.-AN INTRODUCTION TO
LOGIC. By
MONCK, M.A.

WlLIIAM HhNRY
Crown 8vo, 5a

Romanes.MlND AND MOTION
ANJ) MONJSM. By GEORGB JOHN
RoAiANhh, LL.J),F.R.b. Cro\vu 8vo,

Stock.-LECTURES IN THE LY-
CEUM

; or, Artototlu'h Ethics for

English ReailtTh. l^lited by fc>T.

STOCK Crown 8vo, 7*'. W.

for ('<

Schools Svo, 12s' \

OUTLINES OF PHYSIOLOGICAL
PSYCHOLOGY 8vo, T2s

PKIMER OF PS^ (MIOLOttY Crowii
'

8vo. Ts tfr/. i

Leoky. THE MA1 J OF LIFE. Con-
1

dud and Char.ic1<-r By WIIJJ\M|
EDWABD HAhieoLhLBCKY. 8vo, 10* Gd. \

Lutoslawskl. THE ORIGIN AND
GROWTH OF PLATO'S LOGIC With

an Account ot Plato's Style and ot the

Chronology of Ins Writings By WIN-

CBNTY LUTOSJAWHKI. 8VO, 21s.

Max Muller (The Right Hon. F.).

THE SCIENCE OF THOUGHT. 8vo,

21.

THE SIX SYSTEMS OF INDIAN
PHILOSOPHY,

Psychology 2\ols. 8vo, 21.

OUTLINES OF PSYCHOJ^OGY. Cr.

THE TEA(]HER'b HANDBOOK 0?
PSYCHOLOGY. Crown Svo, 6*-. 6u

STUDIES OF CHILDHOOD 8vo,

10* 64

CHILDREN'S WAYS . being Selection^

tioiu the Author's '

Studies of Child-

hood' With 25 Illustration* Crown

Svo, 4& Qd.

Sutherland. -THE ORIGIN AND
GROWTH OF THE MORAL IN-

STJNCT. By ALBXAMJJIB SUTUBRLAND,
M.A, 2vol. Svo, 28s.

Swinburne. PIC rURE LOGIC, an

Attempt to Popularise the Science oi

Reasoning. By ALFRED JAMIU> SWIN

BDRNJi, M.A With 23 Woodcuts,

Crown Svo, 2> uu.
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Webb. THE VEIL OF ISIS
,
a Series

of Assays on Idealism. By THOMAS E.

WaBB, LL.D., Q.C. 8vo, 10*. Qd

Webor. -HISTORY OF PHILOSO-
PHY. By ALFBKD WEBER, Protessor

in tlie University of Straslmrg. Trans-

lated by FRA>?K THILLY, Ph. D 8vo, 1 (fo.

Whately (ARCHBISHOP).

BACON'S ESSAYS With Annotations.

8vo 105 M.

ELEMENTS OF LOGIC. Crown 8vo,
45. 6d.

ELEMENTS OF RHETORIC. Crown

Svo, 4*. 6d.

Zeller (Dr. EDWARD).
THE STOICS, EPICUREANS, AND
SCEPTICS. Translated by the Rev.

0. J. REICHEL, M.A. Crown 8vo, 15a.

OUTLINES OF THE HISTORY OF
GREEK PHILOSOPHY. Translated

by SARAH F. ALLEYNK and EVELYN

ABBOTT, M.A., LL.D. Cr. 8vo, I(k 6cf.

PLATO AND THE OLDER ACA-
DEMY Translated by SARAH F.

ALLKYNB and ALFRED GOODWIN, B. A.

Crown 8vo, 18s

SOCRATES AND THE SOCRATIC
SCHOOLS. Translated by the Rev.

0. J. RKICHBL, M.A. Cr. Svo, 10s. 6d.

ARISTOTLE AND THE EARLIER
PERIPATETICS. Translated by B.

F. C. OOSTELLOB, M.A., and J. H.

MUIUHBAD, M.A. 2vok Cr. Svo, 24s.

STONYHURST PHILOSOPHICAL SERIES.

A MANUAL OF POLITICAL ECO-
NOMY By c S. DEVAS, M A.

Crown Svo, Is. M.

FIRST PRINCIPLES OF KNOW-
LEDGE. By JOHN RICKABY, SJ.
Crown (Svo, 5,?

GENERAL MKTAPH YSTCS By JOHN
RICKABY, S.J. Crown 8vo, 5s.

LOGIC. By RICHARD F. CLARKE, S.J.

Crown Svo, 5*.

MORAL P(i I LOSOPI1Y (ETHICS AND
NAT U RAL LAW

) By JOSEPH RICK-

ABY, S.,1. Crown 8vo, 5s.

NATURAL THEOLOGY. By BERNARD
BOEDDER, S.J. Crown Svo 6s. Gd.

PSYCHOLOGY. By MICHAEL MAHBR,
S.J., D.Litt., M.A. (Loud.). Crown
8?o, GA. 6^.

History and Science of Language, etc.

Davidson.-LEADING AND IM-
PORTANT ENGLISH WORDS : Ex-

plained and Exemplified. By WILLIAM
L. DVVIDSON, M.A. Fcp. Svo, 85 Qd

Farrar.-LANGUAGE AND LAN-
GUAGES. By F. W. FARRAB, D.D.,
Dean ot Canterbury. Crown Svo, 6s.

Graham. - ENGLISH SYNONYMS,
Classified and Explained with Practical

Exercises. By G. F. GRAHAM. Fcp.

8vo, 6s.

Max Mtiller (F.).

THE SCIENCE OF LANGUAGE.
Founded on Lectures delivered at the

Royal Institution in 1861 and 1863.

2 vok. Crown 8vo, l(k

Max Miiller (F.)- continued.

BIOGRAPHIES OF WORDS, AND
THE HOME OF THE ARYAS.
Crown Svo, 5*.

CHIPS FROM A GERMAN WORK-
SHOP. Vol. III. ESSAYS ON
LANGUAGE AND LITERATURE.
Crown Svo, 5.

Koget-THESAURUS OF ENGLISH
WORDS AND PHEASES. Class] nVd

and Arranged so as to Facilitate tlie

Expression of Ideas and Assist in Lite-

rary Composition. By PETER MARK
ROOST, M.D., F.R.S. Or. Svo, 10s. 6d,
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Political Economy and Economics.

Ashley (W.J.).

ENGLISH ECONOMIC HISTOllY
AND THEORY. Crown 8vo, Tart

I., 5s. Part II., 10s. Qd.

SURVEYS, HISTORIC AND ECONO-
MIC. Crown 8vo, 9s. net.

Macleod (HFNKY DUNNING) <.ont,

THE THEORY OJ
1 OR KBIT. 8vo.

In 1 vol. 30s. net
,

or separately,
Vol. I.

t
105. net. Vol. II., Part 1.,

10. net. Vol. II
,
Part II,, 10s. net.

INDIAN CURRENCY,
net.

3vo, 2. Qd.

Bagehot-ECONOMIC STUDIK8. By
WALTBR BAGEHOT. Crown 8vo, 3s. brf. <

I

Barnett PRACTICABLE SOCIAL-
[

ISM. Essays 011 Social Reform. Uy
SAMOEL A. and HENRIKTTA BARNBTT.

Crown 8vo, 6s.

Devas.-A MANUAL OF POLITICAL
ECONOMY. By C S DIVAS, M A
Crown 8vo, Is. 6d. (Stonyhurst Philo-

sophical S&nes.}

Jordan. THE STANDARD OF
VALUE, By WILLIAM LBIQHTON
JORDAN. Grown 8vo, 6s.

Lawrence. LOCAL VARIATIONS
IN WAGES. By F. W, LAWUKCB,
M.A., Fellow ot Trinity College, Cam-

bridge. With Index and 18 Miph and)

Diagrams. Medium 4to, 8. 6d.

Lea lie. -ESSAYS ON POLITICAL
ECONOMY. By T. E. CLIFFB LESLIJ,
Hon. LL.D., Dubl. 8vo, 10s. M

Mill -POLITICAL ECONOMY. By
JOHN STUART MILL.

Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, &. M.

Library Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 30*.

Mulhall. - INDUSTRIES AND
WEALTH OF NATIONS By MICH-
AEL G. MULHALL, F.S.S, With 32

full-page Diagrams Crown 8vo, &s. Qd.

Macleod (HE DQNNING)

ECONOMICS FOR BEGINNERS. O.
8vo, 2

THE ELEMENTS OF ECONOMICS.
2 vols. Crown 8vo, 3s, Gd. each.

BIMETALLISM. 8vo, 5*. net.

THE ELEMENTS OF BANKING. Or.

8vo, 35. M.

THE THEORY AND PRACTICE OF
BANKING. Vol. I. 8?o, 12s.

Vol. II. 14A

S p a h r. AMERICA'S WORKING
PEOPLE. By CHABLBS B. SPAHE.
Crown 8vo, 5s. net,

Bymee.-POLITICAL ECONOMY: a

Short Text-book ot Political Economy.
With Problems tor solution, Hints lor

Supplementary Reading, and a Supple-

mentary chapter on Socialism. By J. E.

SYMES, M A Crown 8vo, 2*. 6d.

Toynbee.-LECTURES ON THE IN-

DUSTRIAL REVOLUTION OF THE
18TH CENTURY IN ENGLAND Pop-
ular Addresses, Notes and other Frag-
ments. By ABNOLD TOYNBEK. With
a Memoir ol the Author by BUNJAMIN

JOWETT, D.D. 8vo, 10s. Qd.

Webb (SIDNEY and BEATBIOB).

THE HISTORY OF TRADE UNION-
ISM. With Map and full Biblio-

graphy of the Subject. 8vo, 18$.

INDUSTRIAL DEMOCRACY, a Study
in Trade Unionism. 2 vola. 8vo,
25s. net.

PROBLEMS OF MODERN INDUS-
TRY : Essays. 8vo, 7*. U,
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Evolution, Anthropology, etc.

Clodd (EDWARD).

THE STORY OF CREATION a Plain

Account of Evolution. With 77 Il-

lustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

A PRIMER OF EVOLUTION being
a Popular Abridged Edition of

' The

Story of Creation
1 With Illustra-

tions. Fop. Svo, Is. 6rf.

I Max Mailer (The Right Hon. F.).

I CHIPS FROM A. GERMAN WORK-
I

SHOP. Vol. IV Essav s on Mytho-

logy and Folk Lore. Crown 8vo, 5s.

CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE SCIENCE
OF MYTHOLOGY, 2vok 8vo,3&,

Lang (ANDREW).

CUSTOM AND MYTH. Studies of

Early Usage and Belief. With 15

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s- 6rf.

MYTH, RITUAL AND RELIGION.
2 vols. Crown 8vo, 7*.

MODERN MYTHOLOGY . a Reply to

Professor Mai Muller. 8vo, 9.s>.

THE MAKING OF RELIGION. Cr.

Svo, fr. net.

Lubbock.-THE ORIGIN OF CIVIL.

IHATJON, and the Primitive condition

ot Man. By 811 J. LUBBOOK, Bait.

(Lord Avehury). With 5 Plates and 20

Illustrations in the Text, Svo, 18*.

Romanes (GBORGX JOHN).

ESSAYS. Edited by C. LLOYD MOR-

GAN, Principal of University College,
Bristol. Crown Svo, 5s. net

DARWIN, AND AFTER DARWIN:
an Exposition ot the Darwinian

Theory, and a Discussion on Post-

Darwinian Questions.

Part I. THE DARWINIAN THEORY.
With Portrait of Darwin and 125

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, l(k 6d>

Part fl. POST-DARWINIAN QUES-
TIONS . Heredity and Utility With
Portiait ol the Author and 5 Illus-

trations Crown Svo, 10s. Qd.

Part III P08T-DARWINI\N QOK8-
TIONS . Isolation and Physiological
Selection Crown Svo, 5s.

AN EXAMINATION OF WE1SMANN-
TSM. Crown Svo, 6s.

Classical Literature, Translations, etc.

Abbott HELLENICA. A Collection
|

Becker (W A.). Translated by the
ot Essays on Greek Poetry, Philosophy,

History and Religion. Edited by
EVBLTN ABBOTT, M.A., LL.D. Crown

8vo, 7s. M.

2EBchylu8. - EUMEN1DES OF
AESCHYLUS. With Metrical English

Translation. ByJ. F DAVIES. Svo, 7*.

Aristophanes. -THEACHARN1ANS
OF ARISTOPHANES, translated into

English Verse. By B. Y. TYRRBLL.

drown 8vo, 1*.

Rev F MKTCALFE, B D

OALLUS : or, Roman Scenes in the

Time of Augustus. With Notes and
Excursuses. With 26 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 8s. $d.

CHARICLES: or, Illustrations of the

Private Life of the Ancient Greeks,
With Notes and Excursuses. With
26 Illustrations. Crown Svo, 3& 6d.
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Classical Literature, Translations, ttc.continued.

Butler.-THE AUTHORESS OP THE
ODYSSEY, WHKRE AND WHEN
SHE WROTE, WHO SHE WAS, THE
USE SHE MADE OF THE ILIAD,
AND HOW THE POEM GREW
UNDER HER HANDS. Bj SAMUEL

BUTLKR, Authoi of 'Erewhon,' etc.

With H Illustrations and 4 Maps.

STO, 109. 6d.

CampbelL-RELlGION IN GREEK
LITERATURE. By the Rev. LBWIS

CAMPBBLL, MA., LL D
,

Emeritus

Professor of Greek, University of St

Andrews 8vo, 15*.

Cicero. - CICEKO'^ CORRESPOND-
ENCE. By R. Y TYHRBLL. Vols. I.,

II., III., 8vo, each 12*. Vol. IV., 15*

Vol. V., 14*. Vol. VI., 12s Vol. VII.,

Index, 7*. <W.

Harvard Studies in Classical

Philology. Edited by a Committee

of the Classical Instructors of Harvard

University Vol. XI. 1900 8vo,

Qs Qd. net

Hinie. - LUCIAN, THE SYRIAN
SATIRIST. Bj Lieut -Colonel URNHY
W. L. HIMR (late) Royal AiUllery.

8vo, 5s. net.
|

Homer. I

THE ILIAD OF HOMER. Rendered
|

Into English Prose for the use of those

that cannot rend the original. By
SAMUBL BUTLHH. Author of

'

Ero-

wlion,' etc, Crown 8vo, 7s, M
THE ODYSSEY. Rendered into

English Prose for the use oi those

who cannot read the original By
SAMUEL BOTLER. With 4 Maps and

7 Illustrations. 8vo, 7s. 6d.

THE ODYSSEY OF ROM Ell. Done
into English Verse. By WILLIAM
MORRK Crown 8vo, 6

Horace.-THE WORKS OF HORACE,
rendered into English Prose. With

Life, Introduction and Notes. By
WILLIAM COUTTS, M.A. Crown 8vo.,

5s. net.

Lang.-HOMER AND THE EPIC. By
ANDREW LANG Crown 8vo, 9*. net

Lucan. THE PHARSALIA OF
LUCAN, Translated into Blank Verse.

By Sir EDWARD RIDLEY. 8vo, 14s

Mack ail. SELECT EPIGRAMS
FROM THE GREEK ANTHOLOGY.
By J, W. MVCKAIL. Edited with a

Revised Text, Introduction, Translation,

and Notes. 8vo, 165.

Rich.-A DICTIONARY OF ROMAN
AND GREEK ANTIQUITIES. By
A. HIGH, 13. A. With '2000 Woodcuts.
Crown 8vo, 6*. net.

Sophocles. Translated into English
verse. By ROBERT WHITE LAW, M.A.,
Assistant Master in Lagby School. Cr.

8vo, 8*. W.

Tyrrell.- DUBLIN TKANS LATION&
INTO GREEK AND LATIN VERSE.
Edited by R. Y. TYBWULI. 8vo, 6s.

Virgil.
THE POEMS OF VIRGIL, Trans-

lated into English Prose hy JOHN
COMINOTOH. Crown 8vo, 6s.

THE ;ENE1D OF VIRGIL. Trans-

lated into English Verse by JOHN
CONINGTON. Crown 8vo, 6s.

THE .KNEIDS OF VIRGIL. Done
into English Verse. By WILLIAM
MORRIS. Crown 8vo, 6.

THE J3NEID OF VIRGIL freely

translated into English Blank Verse,

By W. T. THOKNHILL. Crown 8vo,

7/. M.

THE ^NEID OF VIRGIL. Trans-

lated into English Verse by JAMES
RHOADRS.
Books I.-VI. Crown 8\o. 6s.

Books VII.-XIL Crown 8vo, 5^.

THE ECLOGUES AND GEORGICS
OF VIRGIL. Translated from the

Latin into -English Prose. By J. W.

MAOKAIL, Fellow of Balliol College,
Oxford. Sq. 16iuo, 6s.

Wilkins.-THE GROWTH OF THE
HOMERIC POEMS, By G.

8vo, &
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Arnold. THE LIGHT OF THE | Lytton (THF KARL OP), Owns MEIIK-

WORLD
; or, the Great Consummation.

By Sir EDWIN ARNOLD. With 14 lllustia-

tiont, after HOLMAN HUNT. Ciown 8vo,

5& net.

Bell {Mrs. HUGH).

CHAMBER COMEDIES: a Collection

of Plays and Monologues tor the

Drawing-room. Crown 8vo, 5* net.

FAIRY TALE PLAYS, AND HOW
TO ACT THEM. With <H Dia-

grams and 52 Illustrations (Vowir

8vo, 8s net

RUMPKLSTILTZK1N a F.ury PUy in

Five Scenes (Char.v tern, 7 MiiU-
,

1 Fe-

male) From '

Fail y Tali- Plays .uid

How to Act Them'. With ilhMia-

tions, Diagrams and Music. Ciown

8vo, sewed, 6d,

Bird.- RONALD'S FAREWELL, and

other Wrse.s. By ChOKGK BIRO, JV1.A.

Fcp. 8vo, 4s &d. net.

Coleridge. -SELECTIONS FROM.
With Introduction by ANDKEVN L\%u,
and 18 Illustration!, by PATTEN WILSON.

Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

Goethe. THE FJRST PAUT OF THE
TRAGEDY OF FAUST IN ENGLISH.

Fellow of Tiinity College

'

NVw and ,

Cheaper Edition, with THE DEATH
|

OF FAUST, from the Second Part.

Crown flvo, fo.

Ingelow (JEAN).

POETICAL WORKS. With Portrait.

Crown 8vo, 6s. net.

LYRICAL AND OTHER POEMS.
Selected from the Writings ot JEAN
INGELOW. Fcp. 8vo, 2a. <6d. cloth

|

plain, ft*, cloth gilt.

Lang (ANDREW).

GRASS OF PARNASSUS. Fcp. 8vo,

2s. Qd, net.

THE BLUE POETRY BOOK. Edited

by ANDREW LANG. With 100 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Lecky.-POEMS. By the Right Hon.
W. JE. H. LBCKY, Fcp, 8vo, fr.

DITH. )

THK WANDEUEH. Or. 8vo, 10s. M.

LU(;ILE. Crown 8vo, 10s. M.
SELE( !TED POKMS. Or. 8vo, 10s. 6rf.

Macaulay. LAYS OF ANCIENT
ROME, ETC. By Lord MACAULAY.
Illustrated b> (j. SOHAHF. Fcp. 4to,

10.s. tir/.

Bijou

Edition, ISmo, '2s. $d,, gilt top.

__
Popular

Edition, bVp. 4to, (W. sewed, Is-, cloth.

Illustrated by J. R. WuouhMN. Cr.

8vo, ^v. net.

Annotated Edition. Fcp. 8vo, 1.

s'owed, Is. U. cloth.

MacDonald (GBUHOE, LL.D.).

A BOOK OF HTRIFK, IN THE FORM
OK THK DIARY OF AN OLD
SOUL Powns. ISmo 6,s'.

RAM POLL 1 (JROWTHS FROM A
LONG-PLANTED ROOT . being

Translations, New and Old (mainly in

\eise), fhietly horn the (lermau
, along

with
' A Year's Diary of an Old Soul'.

Ciown 8vo, 6*.

M o ft
1

a t.
- (JRICKETY CRICKET .

llhjmes and Parodies. By DODGMS
MOKFAT. With Fiontispiece by Sir

FRANK LOCKWOOD, Q.C., M.P., and r>3

Illustrations l>y the Author. Crown
8vo, 2.s Qd

Complete in 11 volumes. Crown 8vo,

price 5s. net each.

THE EARTHLY PARADISE. 4 vols.

5*. net.

THE LIFE AND DEATH OF JASON.
5s. nt,
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Poetry and the Drama continued.

Morris (WILLIAM)- w
THE DEFKNCK OF GUKNKVEKE,
and other Poems 5s net.

THE STORY OF SIGURD THE
VOLSUNG, AND THE FALL OF
THK -NIJJLUNGS 5* net.

POEMS B? THE WAY, AND LOVE
IS ENOUGH JL Morality .

fh net.

THE ODYSSEY OF HOMER. Done
into English Verse. 5# net.

THE JSNEIDS OF VIRGIL Done
into English Verse 5s. net.

THE TALK OF BEOWULF SOMK-
T1MK KING OF "THE FOLK OF
THE WKDKIU.WAT8 Translated

by WR.LHM MIIRKIS and A. J

WY.ATT. (Jrowii Svo, 5s. net.

Certain ot the POETIC' a, WORKS nmy also

lw had in the following Edition;, -

THE EARTHLY PARADISE

Popular Edition. 5 Vol.s 12mo,
2Ji.

,
or 5s. each, sold .separately

The same in Ten Parts, 25*. , or

&?. 6d. each, sold separately.

Cheap Edition, m 1 vol. trowu Uvo,
6*. net.

POKMS BY THE WAY. Square
cio\v.i 8vo, 6.s

V Foi M* Will lain Morris's Prose

Worko, wsepp. 27,36, 38.

Morte Arthures an Alliterative Poem
of the Fourteenth Century. From the

Lincoln MS written by Robert < f

Thornton. With lulHdmtioii, Notes,

and G'ossary. By MAKY BANKS. Fcp.

Svo, &. bd,

Weabit.-LAYS AND LEGENDS. By
It!. NESBIT (Mrs. HUHIHT BLAND).
First Serif*. Crown Svo, &>. uf. Sci-oiid

Seria. With Portrait. Crown 8vo, 5s.

Pooler. TRANSLATIONS, and other

Verses. By C, K. POOLKB, M.A. Fcp.

Svo, 3s. net.

RiJr y.
- OLD-FASHIONED ROSES :

By JAMBS WHiaxjouBK BILEY.

i Romanes.-A SELECTION FROM
THE POEMS OF GEORGE JOHN
ROMANES, MA., LL.D., F.R.S.

With dii Introduction by T HERBERT
WAIU LN, President ot Magdalen Col-

lege, Oxtord. Crown 8vo, 4s. oU

Sa,v age-Armstrong.- 1

1

. ALT,APS OF
DOWN. By G. F. ^ IVAQS-AUM^'KUNG
M.A

,
D.Litt. Crown Svo, 7*. Qd.

Shakespeare.

BOWDLER'S FAMILY 8HAKE-
SPEARE With 36 Wooduik I

vol Bvo, HA. Or in 6 voK Fcp.

Svo, 21*

THE SHAKESPEARE BIRTHDAY
BOOK By MARY F. DUHBAR.
32mo, 1*. 6U

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS. Re-

ooiiHideied, and in part Rearranged,
with Intioduetoiy Criaptirs and a Re-

punt ol the Original 1609 Kiiition.

By SAMUKL BUTLBH, Author ot
' Brewhou '. Svo, l(k. tyi.

Stevenson.-A CHILD'S GARDRN
OF VKRSES. By ROBERT Louis
STKVLNSON. Fcp. 8vo, 6.

Wagner. -THE NIBELUKGEN
RING. By RICHARD WAGNER. Done
into English Verse by REOINAI D H V\WN,
B.A., ol the Inner Temple, BaiiihU" at-

Law Vol.1 Rhine Gold and Valkyrie.
Crown tivo, 4$. Qd.

Wordsworth. SELECTED POEMS.
By ANDREW LANG. With Photogravure
Frontispiece of Itydal Mount, 1G ISlus-

tratinn,aud mnnuious Initial Lu ter^ by
AUKhD PARSONS, A.R.A. Crown Svo,

Wordsworth and Coleridge. A
DESCRIPTION OF THE WORDS-
WORTH AND COLERIDGE MANU-
SCRIPTS IN THE POSfrJKHSlON OF
Mn.T NORTON LON({ MA N Edited,
with Autes, by W. HALE \\ Jiii'E. With
B FM8iuul Raproductioui*. 4to, 10*, &,
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Anstey.-VOCNS POPULT. (Reprinted
fiom Punch.} By F. ANSTKT, Author

oi
'

Vice Versa
'

,

First Series. With 20 Illustrations by
J. BERNARD PARTRIDGE. Crown 8vo,

3s. net.

Second Senes With 25 Illustrations by
,T. BKRNAKD PARTRIDGE. Crown 8vo,

3s. net.

Bailey. -MY LADY OF ORANGE- a

Romance of the Netherlands in the

DaysofAlva By H. 0. BAILKY. With
8 Illustrations Crown 8vo, 6s.

Beaconsfield (THE EARL OP).

NOVELS AND TALES. Complete in

11 vols. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d each.

Vivian Grey. Sybil

The Young Duke, etc. Henrietta Temple.

Alroy, Ixion, etc. Venetia

Oontarini, Fleming, Coningsby.

etc. Lothair

Tancred Endymion

NOVELS AND TALES. THE HUGH-
ENDKN EDITION. With 2 Portraits

and 11 Vignettes. 11 vols, Crown

8vo, 42s.

'Chola.'-A NEW DIVINITY, and

other Stories of Hindu Life. By
'CHOLA

1

. Crown 8vo, 2s. Qd.

Churchill SAVROLA : a Tale of the

Revolution in Laurania. By WINSTON
SPENCE it CHURCHILL. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Crawford.-THEAUTOBIOGRAPHY
OF A TRAMP. By J. H. CRAWFORD.
With a Photogravure Frontispiece

' The

Vagrants/ by FKED. WALKER, and 8

other Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5s. net.

Creed.-THE VICAR OF ST. LUKE'S :

a Novel. By SIBYL CREBD. Cr. 8vo, 6*.

Dougall.-BEGGARS ALL. By L.

DOTOALL. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

Doyle (A. CONAN).

MICAH CLARKE: a Tale of Mon-
mouth's Rebellion. With 10 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, 3.<?. fid.

THE REFUGEES. aTaleoi the Hugue-
nots. With 25 Illustrations. Crown

8vo, 3s. Qd.

TUB STARK MUNRO LETTERS.
Ciowu 8vo, 3s. tid.

TtlW CAPTAIN OF THE POLESTAR,
and other Tales Crown 8vo, 3s. 6^

Farrar (F. W., DEAN OP CANTERBURY).

DARKNESS AND DAWN : or, Scenes

in the Days ot Nero. An Historic

Tale. Ciown 8vo, 6s net

GATHERING CLOUDS , a Tale ot the

Days of St. Chrysostom Crown 8vo,

6s. net.

Fowler (EDITH H.)

THE YOUNG PRETENDERS. A Story
of Child Lite. With 12 Illustrations

by Sir PHILIP BURNE-.JONES, Bart
Crown 8vo, 6s

THE PROFESSOR'S CHILDREN.
With 24 Illustrations by ETHBL
KATE BURGESS. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Francis (M. E.).

YEOMAN FLEETWOOD. Cr. 8vo, 6,s.

PASTORALS OF DORSET. With 8

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6.9.

Froude.-THE TWO CHIEFS OF
DUNBOY : an Irish Romance of the

Last Century. By JAMES A. FUOUDK.
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Qurdon. M EMORIES AND
FANCIES Suffolk Tales and other

Stories
; Fairy Legends ;

Poems
,
Mis-

cellaneous Articles. By the late Lady
CAMILLA GURDON. Crown 8vo, 5*.
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With
Crown

Crown

Haggard (H. RIDER).

ALLAN QUATKRMAIN. With
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

ALLAN'S WIFE. With 34 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 85. 6d.

BKATRIOB Witli Frontispiece and

Vignette. Crown 8vo, 3s. d.

BLACK HEART AND WHITE
HEART, and other Stones. With 33

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6*.

CLEOPATRA. With 29 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

COLON KL QUARITCH, V.C

Frontispiece and Vignette.

8vo, 3.s. 6d.

DAWN. With 16 Illustrations.

8vo, as. 6d.

DOCTOR THBRNB. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6d.

ERIC BRIOHTEYKS. With 51 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, 3.9. 6d.

HEART OF THE WORLD. With 15

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

JOAN HASTE. With 20 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

LYSBETH. With 26 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 65.

MAI WA'S REVENGE. Cr. 8vo, Is. 6d.

MONTEZUMA'S DAUGHTER. With
24 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

MR. MEESON'S WILL. With 16

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3.?. 6d.

NADA THE LILY. With 23 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d.

SHE. With 32 Illustrations. Crown

8vo, 3s. 6d.

SWALLOW . a Tale of the Great Trek.

With 8 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6s.

THE PEOPLE OF THE MIST. With
16 II lustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6c?.

THE WITCH'S HEAD. With 16

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d.

Haggard and Lang. THE
WORLD'S DESIRE. By H. RIDER
HAGGARD and ANDREW LANG. With

27 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Harte. - IN THE CARQUINEZ
WOODS, and other Stories. By BUST
HAUTE. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Hope.-THE HEART OF PRINCESS
OSRA. By ANTHONY HOPE. With 9

Illustrations by JOHN WILLIAMSON.
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d

Howard. THE UNDOING OF JOHN
BREWSTER. By Lady MABEL HOW-
ARD. Crown 8vo, 65.

Jerome.-SKETCHES IN LAVEN-
DER : BLUE AND GREEN. By
JEROME K. JEROME, Author of

' Three
Men in a Boat,' etc. Crown 8vo, <fc. 6d.

Joyce.-OLD CELTIC ROMANCES.
Twelve of the most beautiful of the

Ancient Irish Romantic Tales. Tians-

lated from the Gaelic. By P. W. JOYCE,
LL.D Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Lang. A MONK OF FIFE
;
a Story of

the I)ays ot Joan of Arc. By ANDKEW
LANG. With 13 Illustrations by SELWYN
IMAGE. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d.

Levett-Yeats. THE CHEVALIER
D'AURTAC. By 8. LEVETT- YEATS.
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d

Lyall (EDNA).

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A
SLANDER. Fcp. 8vo, Is. sewed.
Presentation Edition. With 20 Illus-

trations by LANCELOT SPEED. Cr.

8vo,2s 6d.

THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A
TRUTH. Fcp. 8vo, 1*. sewed, Is. Oil.

cloth.

DOREEN The Story of a Singer.
Crown 8vo, 6s.

WAYFARING MEN : a Story of Theat-
rical Life. Crown 8vo, 6s.

HOPE THE HERMIT . a Romance of

Borrowdale. Crown 8vo, 6*.

Marchmont.-IN THE NAME OF A
WOMAN a Romance. By ARTHUR
W. MABCHMONT. With 8 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 6s.

Mason and Lang.-PARSON
KELLY. By A. E. W. MASON and
ANDREW LANO. Crown 8vo, 6s,
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Max Mttller.-DEUTSCIIE L1EBK
(GERMAN LOVE) . Fragments from
the Papers of an Alien. Collected by
F. MAX MULLER. Translated from the

German by G. A. M Crown 8vo, 5s.

Melville (G. J. WHYTE).

The Gladiators Holmby House.
1 he Intel pi eter. Kate Coventi y
Good foi Nothing. Digby Grand.
The Queen's Manes. Geneial Bounce.

Crown 8vo, Is. $d. each.

Merriman. FLOTSAM . A Story of

the Indian Mutiny. By HENRY SETOX
MEKUIMAN. With Frontispiece and

Vignette by H. G. MASSEY. Crown

8vo, 3.9. Gd.

Morris (WILLIAM).

THE SUNDERING FLOOD a Ro-

mance. Crown 8vo, 7*. Qd.

THE WATER OF THE WONDROUS
ISLES. Crown 8vo, 7s. 6rf.

THE WELL AT THE WORLD'S END.
2 vols. 8vo, 23s.

THE WOOD BEYOND THE WORLD.
Crown &vo, 6s. net.

THE STORY OF THE GLITTER]NG
PLAIN, which has been also called

The Land of the Living Men, or The
Acre of the Undying. Square post

8vo, 5s. net

THE ROOTS OF THE MOUNTAINS,
wherein is told somewhat of the Lives

of the Men of Burgdale, their Friends,
their Neighbours, their Foemen, and

their Fellows-in-Arms. Wntten m
Prose and Verse. Square cr. 8vo, 8s.

A TALE OF THE HOUSE OF THE
WOLFINGS, and all the Kindreds of

the Mark. Written in Prose and
Versa Square crown 8vo, 6$.

A DREAM OF JOHN BALL, AND
A KING'S LESSON. 12mo, Is.

" '

NEWS FROM NOWHERE- or, An
Epoch of Rest. Being some Chapters
from an Utopian Romance. Post 8vo,

UW,

Morris (WILLIAM) continued.

THE STORY OF GRETTIR THE
STRONG. Trail slated from the Ice-

landic by EiRkn MAGN(ISSON and
WILLIAM MORHIS. Crown 8vo, 5s.

net.

THREE NORTHERN LOVE
STORIES, and other Tales. Trans-

lated iroin the Icelandic by EIR(KR
MAGNU.SSON and WILLIAM MORRIS.
Crown 8vo, 6*. net.

V For Mr. William Morris's Poetical

Works, see pp. 23 and 24.

Newman (CARDINAL)

LOSS AND GAIN The SLoiy ot a

Convert. Crown 8vo. (Jabinet Edi-

twn, Qs.
, Popular Edition, 3s. $d.

CALLISTA. a Tale ot the Tlind

Centmy. Crown 8vo. Cabinet Kdi-

tion, Qs , Popular KrMuw, 3s 6V

Phillipps-Wolley.-SNAP A Le-

gend ot the Lone Mountain. By C.

PHILLIPPS-WOLLKY With 13 lllustra-

tious. Crown 8vo, 3.s Qd

Eaymond (WALTER).

TWO MEN 0' MEND1P. Cr. 8vo, 6s.

NO SOUL ABOVE MONEY. Cr. 8vo,

Reader. PRIESTESS AND QUEEN,
a Tale of the White Races of Mexico

Being the Adventures ot Jgnigene and
her Twenty-six Fair Maidens. By
EMILY E. READER. Illustrated by
EMILY K READER Crown 8vo, 6s-.

Ridley.-ANNE MAINWAR1NG. By
ALICE RIDLEY, Author of ' The Story of

Aline '. Crown 8vo, 6s.

Bewell (ELIZABETH M.).
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Somerville (B. CE.) and Ross
(M \KTIN).

j

HOME EXPERIENCES OF AN
IRISH R.M. With 31 Illustrations

byE. (E SOMEHVILLK. Ciowii 8vo, 6s.

TI1K REAL CHARLOTTE. Crown

Hvo, 3s. 6d.

THK SILVER FOX. Cr 8vo, 3s 6rf.

Slabbing.
- PROBABLE TALES.

STKBBING Cr. 8vo,4s.6d.

Stevenson (ROBKUT Louis).

THE STRANGE CASK OF DR-
JEKYLL AND MR HYDK. Fcp-

8vo, Is. sowed, Is1

, fid cloth

THE STRANGE CASE OF DR
JEKYLL AND MR. HYDE, WITiJ
OTHER KABLKS. Cr. 8vo, &i. (Jd.

MORE NEW ARABIAN NIGHTS
THE DYNAMITER By ROBIIUT

Louis STEVENSON and FANNY VAN
DE GlUFi1 S'i'EVLNbON Crown 8VO, I

3. erf.

THE WRONG BOX. By ROBERT
Louis STEVENSON and LLOYD Os-

BOURNE Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

Suttner.-LAY DOWN YOUR ARMS
(Die Wafen Nieder) . The Autobio-

graphy of Martha von Tilling. By
BKKTHA VON SUTTNER. Translated by
T. HOLMES Crown 8vo, 1,? (M.

Swan. -BALLAST. By MYRA SWAN.
Crown 8vo, 6s.

Taylor.-UARLY ITALIAN LOVE-
STORIES Taken tiorn the Originals

by UNA TAYLOR. With 13 Illustra-

tions by H. J. FORD. Crown 4to, 15s.

net.

Trollope (ANTHONY).

TH E WA RDEN. Crown 8vo, 1*. U.

BARCH ESTER TOWERS. Crown 8vo,

Is. U.

Walford (L. B.).

A STIFF-NECKED GENERATION.
Crown 8vo, 2s 6rf.

COUSJNS. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d.

DICK NETHERBY. Cr. 8vo, 2s. Qd.

IVA KILDARE. a Matrimonial Pro-

blern. Crown 8vo, 2s. Qd.

LEDDY MARGET. Cr. 8vo, 2s. 6d.

MR. SMITH a Part of his Life. Cr.

8vo, 2s. 6rf.

NAN, and other Stories. Crown Svo,

2s. U.
ONE OF OURSELVES. Cr. Svo, 6*.

PAULINE. Ciown Svo, 2s. 6d.

4

PLOUGHED,' and other Stories. Cr.

8vo, 25. Qd.

THE BABY'S GRANDMOTHER.
Crown Svo, 2i. 6d

THE HISTORY OF A WKEK. Cr

bvo, 2s. o'flf.

THI<; INTRUDERS. Cr. 8vo, 2s. M.
THE MATCHMAKER. Cr Svo, '2s. Qd.

THE MISCHIEF OF MONICA. Cr.

Svo, 2s. M.
THE ONE GOOD GUEST. Crown

8vo, 2s. M.

TROUBLESOME DAUGHTERS. Cr.

8vo, 2s. M.

Ward.-ONE POOR SCRUPLE. By
Mrs. WILFRID WARD Crown 8vo, 6*.

West.-EDMUND FULLESTON- or,

The Family Evil Genius. By B. B.

WEST, Author of
'

J I alt Hours with the

Millionaires,' etc. Crown 8vo, (k

Weyman (STANLEY).

THE HOUSE OF THE WOLF. With

Frontispiece and Vignette Crown

Svo, 3x Qd.

A GENTLEMAN OF FRANCE. With

Frontispiece and Vignette Cr 8vo, da.

THE RED COCKADE With Frontis-

piece and Vignette. Crown 8vo, 6*.

SHREWSBURY. With 24 Illustra-

tions by CLAUDE A. SHEJ-J-EKSON.

Cr. 8vo, bs.

SOPHIA. With Frontispiece. Crown

8vo, 6*.
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Popular Science (Natural History, etc.).

Butler. OUR HOUSEHOLD IN-
SECTS. An Account of the Insect-

Pests found in Dwelling-Houses. By
EDWARD A BUILKR, B.A

,
B.Se.

(Lnnd.). With 113 Illustrations. Cr

8vo, 3*. 6d.

Purneaux (W.).

THE OUTDOOR WORLD; or, The

Young Collector's Handbook With
18 Plates (l(J ot which are coloured),
arid 549 illustrations in the Text
Crown 8v<>, b's net

BUTTERFLIES AND MOTHS
(British). With 12 coloured Plates

and 211 Illustrations in the Text.

Crown 8vo, 6s net

LIFE IN PONDS AND STREAMS.
With 8 coloured Plates and 331 Illus-

trations in the Text. Cr. 8vo, 6s. net

Hartwig (Dr. GEORGE).

THE SEA AND ITS LIVING WON-
DERS With 12 Plates and 303

Woodcuts. 8vo, Is. net.

THE TROPICAL WORLD. With 8

Plates and 172 Woodcuts. 8vo, Is.

net.

THE POLAR WORLD. With 3 Maps,
8 Plates and 85 Woodcuts. 8vo, 7s.

net.

THE SUBTERRANEAN WORLD.
With 3 Maps and 80 Woodcuts. 8vo,
7s. net.

HEROES OF THE POLAR WORLD.
With 19 Illustrations. Crowu 8vo, 2s.

WONDERS OF THE TROPICAL
FORESTS. With 40 Illustrations.

Ciown 8vo, 2s.

WORKERS UNDER THE GROUND.
With 29 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 2s.

MARVELS OVER OUR HEADS.
With 29 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 2s.

SEA MONSTERS AND SEA BIRDS.
With 75 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 2s. Qd.

Hartwig (Dr. GEORGE) continued.

DENIZENS OF THE DEEP. With
117 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 2s. %d.

VOLCANOES AND EARTHQUAKES
With 30 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 2*. to?.

WILD AMIMALS OF THE TROPICS.
With 66 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6rf.

Helmholtz.-POPULAR LECTURES
ON SCIENTIFIC SUBJECTS By
HEUMANN VON UKUIHOLTZ. With b'8

Woodcuts. 2voks. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6rf. each.

Hudson (W. ft.).

NATURE IN DOWN I.AND. 12 Plates

and 14 Illustrations in the Text, by
A. D. McCoiiMiCK. 8vo, 10*. M. net.

BRITISH BIRDS. With a Chapter on
Striu-tnreand CksMfic.ition by FRANK
E. BKDDMID, F.R.S With 16 Plates

(8 of which are Coloured), and over
100 Illustrations in the Text. Crown
8vo, 6s. net.

BIRDS IN LONDON. With 17 Plates

and 15 Illustrations in the Text, by
BRYAN HOOK, A. D. McCoRMiCK,
and from Photographs trom Nature,
by R. B. LODGK. 8vo, 12s.

Proctor (RICHAED A.).

LIGHT SCIENCE FOR LEISURE
HOURS. Familiar Essays on Scien-
tific Subjects. First Series. Crown
8vo, 3s. 6d

ROUGH WAYS MADE SMOOTH.
Familiar Essays on Scientific Subjects.
Crown 8vo, 3,v. 6c/.

PLEASANT WAYS IN SCIENCE.
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6rf.

NATURE STUDIES. By R. A. PHOC-
TOR, GRANT ALLEN, A. WILSON, T.
FOSTER and E. CLODD. Cr. 8vo, 3s. 6rf.

LEISURE READINGS. By R A.

PROCTOR, E. CLODD, A. WILSON, T.
FOSTER and A. C. RA.NYARD. Crown
8vo, 3s. 6d,
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Popular Science (Natural History, etc.) continued.

Stanley.-A FAMILIAR HISTORY
OF BIRDS. By B. STANLEY, D.D.,

formerly Bishop of Norwich. With 160

II lustrations. Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d.

Wood (Rev. J. G.).

HOMES WITHOUT HANDS : A De-

scription of the Habitations ofAnimals,
classed according to their Principle of

Construction. With 140 Illustrations.

8vo, 7*. net

INSECTS AT HOME: A Popular
Account of British Insects, their

Structure, Habits and Transforma-

tions. With 700 Illustrations. 8vo,

7s. net.

PETLAND REVISITED. With 33

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. b'd.

OUT OF DOORS : a Selection of

Original Articles on Practical Natural

History. With 11 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo, 3s. 6d.
i

Wood (Rev. J. G.) continued.

STRANGE DWELLINGS : a Descrip-
tion of the Habitations of Animals,

abridged from ' Homes without
Hands '. With 60 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo, 85. 6rf.

BIRD LIFE OF THE BIBLE. With
32 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. Qd.

WONDERFUL NESTS. With 30 Illus-

trations. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6rf.

HOMES UNDER THE GROUND.
With 28 Illustrations. Crown 8v<>,

&. 6d.

WILD ANIMALS OF THE BIBLE.
29 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 36'. 6rf.

DOMESTIC ANIMALS OF THE
BIBLE. With 23 Illustrations Cr

8vo, 3s. 6rf.

THE BRANCH BUILDERS. With
28 Illustrations Crown 8vu, 2s. &.

SOCIAL HABITATIONS AND PAR-
ASITIC NESTS. With 18 Illustra-

tions. Crown, 8vo, 2s.

Works of Reference.

Gwilt.-AN ENCYCLOPAEDIA OF
ARCHITECTURE. By JOSEPH GWILT,
F.S.A. Revised (1888), with altera-

tions and Considerable Additions by
WYATT PAPWOBTH. With 1700 En-

gravings. 8vo, 21s. net.

Maunder (SAMUEL).

BIOGRAPHICAL TREASURY. With

Supplement bi ought down to 1889.

By Rev. JAMES WOOD. Fcp. 8vo, 6$.

TREASURY OF GEOGRAPHY.
Physical, Historical, Descriptive and
Political. With 7 Maps and 16 Plates.

Fcp. 8vo, 6s.

THE TREASURY OF BIBLE KNOW-
LEDGE. By the Rev. J. AYBB, M.A.
With 5 Maps, 15 Plates, and 300 Wood-
cuts. Fcp. 8vo, 6s.

TREASURY OF KNOWLEDGE AND
LIBRARY OF REFERENCE. Fcp.

HISTORICAL TREASURY. Fcp. 8vo,

6s,

Maunder (SAMUEL) continued.

THE TREASURY OF BOTANY.
Edited by J. LINDLBY, F.R.S., and T.

MOORE, F.L.S. With 274 Woodcuts
and 20 Steel Plates. 2 vols. Fcp.
8vo, 12s.

Bogat. THESAURUS OF ENGLISH
WORDS AND PHRASES. Classified

and Arranged so as to Facilitate the

Expression ot Ideas and assist in Literary

Composition, By PETER MARK ROOET,
M.D., F.R.S. Recomposed throughout,

enlarged and improved, partly from the

Author's Notes, and with a full Index, by
the Author's Son, JOHN LEWIS ROGET.
Crown 8vo, 10s. 6d.

Willich. POPULAR TABLES for

giving information for ascertaining the

value ot Lifehold, Leasehold, and Church

Property, the Public Funds, etc. By
CHARLES M. WILLICH. Edited by H.
BBNCE JONES. Crown 8vo, 10*. M.



LONGMANS AND co.'s STANDARD AND GENERAL WOKKS. at

Children*

Brown.-THE BOOK OF SAINTS
AND FRIENDLY BEASTS. By
ABBIK V \KUKLL BHOWN. With 8

Illustration^ by FAHNY Y. COBT. Or.

8vo, 4*. 6rf. net.

Buckland. -TWO LITTLE RUN-
AWAYS. Adapted from the French

Ol LOUIS DUSNOYERS. By JAMKS
BUCKLAND With 110 Illustrations by
CECIL ALDIN. Crown 8vo, fa.

Corbin and Going. URCHINS OF
THE SEA. By M \IIIK OVKUTON COR-

BIN and CHARI EH BUXTON GOING. With

Drawings by F. I. BENNETT. Oblong

4to, boaids, 3*. Qd.

Crake (Rev. A. D.).

EDWY THE FAIR; or, The First

Chronicle ot ^Escendune. Crown 8vo,

2*. net.

ALFGAR THE DANE : or, The Second

Chronicle of ^Ecendune. Crown

8vo, 2.*. net.

THE RIVAL HEIRS : being the Third

and last Chronicle of jEscendunc.

Crown 8vr>, 2s. net.

THE HOUSK OF WALDERNE. A
Tale of tin- Cloister and the Forest in

the Days ot the Barons' Wars. Cr.

Hvo, 2s net.

BR[AN FITZ-COUNT. A Story of

Wallmgtord Castle and Dorchester

Abbey. Crown 8vo, 2$. net.

Henty(G. A.).-Editedby.

YULE LOGS Eleven Stories by various

Authors. With 61 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo, 6s.

YULB-TIDE YARNS. Ten Stonea by
various Authors. With 45 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, 65.

Lang (ANDREW). Edited by.

TH E BLUE FAIRY BOOK. With 138

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6s.

THE RED FAIRY BOOK. With 100

Illustrations. (Jrown 8vo, 6s.

THE GREEN FAIRY BOOK. Witli

99 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 0s.

s Books.

Lang (ANDREW). Edited by continued.

THE GREY FAIRY HOOK. With 65

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, tw.

THE YELLOW FAIRY BOOK. With
104 Illustrations. Crmvn 8vo, O 1

*.

THE PINK FAIRY HOOK. With 67

Illustrations. Crown 8vo
>
6s.

THE BLUE POETRY BOOK. With
100 Illustrations Crown 8vo, 60.

THE TRUE STORY HOOK With
66 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6,s-.

THE RED TRUE STORY BOOK.
With 100 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo, 6*.

THE ANIMAL STORY BOOK. With
67 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 6.v.

THE RED BOOK OF ANIMAL
STORIES. With 65 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 6s.

THE ARABIAN NIGHTS ENTER-
TAINMENTS. With 66 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 6a.

Meade(L. T.).

DADD Y' S BOY With 8 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 3*\ net.

DEB AND THE DUCHESS. With 7

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3s. net

THE BERESFORD PRIZE. With 7

Illustiations. Crown 8vo, 3,?. net

THE HOUSE OF SURPRISES. With
6 illustrations. Crown 8vo, 3*. net.

Praeger (ROSAMOND).

THE ADVENTURES OF THK
THREE BOLD BABES: HECTOR,
HONORIA AND AL1SANDER. A
Story in Pictures. With 24 Coloured
Pictures and 24 Outline Pictuies.

Oblong 4 to, 35. Qd.

THE FURTHER DOINGS OF THK
THREK BOLD BABES. With 24

Coloured Pictures and 24 Outline

Pictures. Oblong 4to, 3s. Qd.

Stevenson.-A CHILD'S GARDEN
OF VERSES. By ROBERT Louis
STEVKNSON. Fcp. 8vo, 5*.
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Children's Books con tinned.

Upton (FLORENCE K. and BBRTHA).

THE ADVENTURES OF TWO DUTCH
DOLLS AND A 'GOLLIWOGG'.
With 31 Coloured Plates. Oblong 4to,

THE GOLLIWOGG AT THE SEA-
SIDE. With 31 Coloured Plates.

Oblong 4to, 6?.

THE GOLLIWOGG IN WAR. With
31 Coloured Plates. Oblong 4to, 6s.

TJton (FLOEENCB K. and BKRTHA)
continued.

THE GOLLIWOGG'S B1CYCLK
CLUB. With 31 Coloured Plates.

Oblong 4to, u's.

THE GOLLIWOGG'S POLAR AD-
VKNTURUS. With 31 Coloured
Plates. Oblong 4to, 6s.

THE VKGE-MEN'S REVIONGE. With
31 Colouied Plates. Oblong 4to, Qs

THE SILVER LIBRARY.
Crown 8vo, 3.v. 6<

Arnold's (Sir Edwin) Seat and Lands.

With 17 Illustrations. 3s Qd.

Bagehot's (W.) Biographical Studies.

3s. Qd.

Bagehot's (W.) Economic Studies. 3s. Qd.

Bagehot's (W.) Literary Studies. With
Portrait. 3 vols. 3s. 6rf. each.

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Eight Years in Ceylon.
With d Illustrations 3s bV

Baker's (Sir S. W.) Rifle and Hound in

Ceylon. With 6 Illustrations. 3,v. Qd.

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Curious Myths of

the Middle Ages. 3s. Qd.

Baring-Gould's (Rev. S.) Origin and De-

velopment of Religious Belief. 2 vols.

3s. Qd. each.

Becker's (W. A.) Gallus : or, Roman Scenes

m the Time ot Augustus. With 26 Illus-

trations. 3. Qd.

Becker's (W. A.) Charicles: or, Illustra-

tions ot the Private Life of the Ancient

Greeks. With 26 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Bent's (J T.) The Ruined Cities of Ma-
shonaland. With 117 Illustrations.

3s. Qd.

Brassey's (Lady) A Voyage in the 'Sun-

beam '. With 66 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Churchill's (W. Spencer) The Story of the

Malakand Field Force, 1897. With 6

Maps and Plans. 3s. Qd.

Clodd's (E.) Story of Creation: a Plain

Account of Evolution. With 77 Illus-

trations. 3s. Qd,

I. EACH VOLUME.

Conybeare (Rev. W. J.) and Howson's

(Very Rev. J. S.) Life and Epistles of

St. Paul. With 46 Illustrations 3,s tW

Dougall's(L.)BeggarsAll;aNovel. Bn. Qd.

Doyle's (A. Conan) Micah Clarke. A Talc
ol Monmouth's Rebellion. With 10
Illustrations. 3s. Qd

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Captain of the

Polestar, and other Tales. 3s. Gd.

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Refugees: A
Tale ol the Huguenots. With 26 Il-

lustrations. 3s. Qd.

Doyle's (A. Conan) The Stark Munro
Letters. 3s. Qd.

Froude's (J. A.) The History of England,
from the Fall ot Wolsey to the Defeat

of the Spanish Armada. 12 \ols 3,s

Qd. each.

Froude's (J. A.) The English in Ireland.
3 vols 10s. Qd.

Froude's (J. A.) The Divorce of Catherine
of Aragon. 3s Qd.

Froude's (J. A.) The Spanish Story of

the Armada, and other Essays. 3*. Qti

Froude's (J. A.) English Seamen in the
Sixteenth Century. 3s. Qd.

Froude's (J. A.) Short Studies on Great

Subjects. 4 vols. 3s. Qd. each.

Froude's (J. A.) The Council of Trent.

3s. 64.

Froude's (J. A.) Thomas Carlyle: a

History ot his Life.

179fi-183f). 2 vols. 7s.

1834-1881. 2voli. 7s.
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THE SILVER LIBRARY continued.

Froude's
(
J. A.) Csesar : a Sketch 3s. M.

Froude's (J. A.) Oceana, or England
and her Colonies. With 9 Illustrations

3*. fW.

Froude's (J. A.) The Two Chiefs of Dun-

boy : an Irish Romance ot the Last Cen-

tury. 3s. Qd.

Froude's (J. A.) Life und Letters of Eras-

mus. 3s. Qd

Gleig's (Rev. G. R.) Life of the Dukt of

Wellington. With Portrait 3s. 6d.

GreYille's (C. C. F.) Journal of the

Reigns of King George IV., King !

William IV., and Queen Victoria.)

8 vols. 3s Qd. each.

Haggard's (H. R.) She: A History of

Adventure. With 32 Illustrations 3* Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan Quatermain.
With 20 Illustrations. 3s. M.

Haggard's (H. R.) Colonel Quaritch,

Y.C.: a Tale of Country Lite. With

Frontispiece and Vignette. 3s. Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Cleopatra. With 29

Illustrations 3s. Qd

Haggard's (H. R.)
Erie Brighteyes.

With 51 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Beatrice. With

Frontispiece and Vignette, 3s. Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Allan's Wife. With
34 Illustrations. 3s Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Montezuma's Daugh-
ter. With 25 Illustrations. 3,s. Qd

Haggard's (H. R.) The Witch's Head.

With 16 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Mr. Meeson's Will.

With 16 Illustrations. 3s Qd

Haggard's (H. R,) Nada the Lily. With
23 Illustrations 3s Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Dawn. With 16 Illus-

trations. 3s. Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) The People of the Mist
With 16 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Joan Haste. With 20

Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Haggard's (H. R.) Heart of the World
With 15 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Haggard (H. R.) and Lang's (A.) The
World's Desire. With 27 Illus. 3s. Qd.

Harte'e (Bret) In the Carquinez Woods,
and other Stories. 3?. o-/.

Helmholtz's (Hermann von) Popular Lec-

tures on Scientific Subjects. With 68

Illustrations. 2 vols. 3,<r. Qd. each.

Hope's (Anthony) The Heart of Princess

Osra. With 9 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Howitt's (W.) Visits to Remarkable
Places. With 80 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Jefferies' (R.) The Story of My Heart: My
Autobiography. With Portrait. 3s. Qd.

Jefferies' (R.) Field and Hedgerow.
With Portrait. 3s. Qd.

Jefferies' (R.) Red Deer. With 17 Illus-

trations. 3s. Qd.

Jefferies' (R.) Wood Magic: a Fable.

With Frontispiece and Vignette by E.

V. B. 3s. Qd.

Jefferies' (R.) The Toilers of the Field.

With Portrait from the Bust in Salis-

bury Cathedral. 3s. Qd.

Kaye (Sir J.) and Halleson's (Colonel)

History of the Indian Mutiny of

1837-8. 6 vols. 3s. 6rf. each.

Knight's (E. F.) The Cruise of the <Alerte':

the Narrative of a Search for Treasure

on the Desert Island of Trinidad With
2 Maps and 23 Illustrations. 3s. Qd.

Meet: a Narrative of Recent Travel in

Kashmir, Western Tibet, Baltistan,

Gilgit. With a Map and 54 Illustra-

tions. 3s. Qd.

Knight's (E. F.) The 'Falcon' on the

Baltic : a Coasting Voyage from Ham-
mersmith to Copenhagen in a Three-

Ton Yacht. With Map and 11 Illus-

trations. 3s. Qd.

Kostlin's (J.) Life of Luther. With 62
Illustrations and 4 Facsimiles of MSS.

Lang's [A.) Angling Sketches. With 20

Illustrations. 3s. d.

Lang's (A.) Myth, Ritual and Religion,
2 vols. 7*.
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THE SILVER LIBRARY continued.

Lang's (A.) Custom and Myth: Studies

of Early Usage and Belief. 3s. btt

Lang's (A.) Cock Lane and Common-
Sense. 3s. 6d.

Lang's (A.) A Monk of rife: a Story of

the Days of Joan of Arc. With 13 Il-

lustrations. 3s. 6d.

Lang's (A.) The Book of Dreams and
Ghosts. 3s. Qd.

Lees (J. A.) and Clutterbuck's (W.J.) B.C.

1887, A Ramble in British Columbia.

With Maps and 75 Illustrations. 3s ()</.

Levett-Yeats' (S.) The Chevalier

D'Auriac. 3s. 6d.

Macaulay's (Lord) Complete Works.
With 12 Portiaits.

'

Albany
'

Edition.

12 vols. 3s. 6d. each.

Macaulay's (Lord) Essays and Lays of

Ancient Rome, etc. With Portrait and
4 Illustrations to the 'Lays'. 3s. 6d.

Macleod's (H. D.) Elements of Banking.
35. 6d.

Marbot's (Baron de) Memoirs. Trans-

lated. 2 vols. Is.

Marshman's (J. C.) Memoirs of Sir Henry
Havelock. 3s. <}<l.

Merivale's (Dean) History of the Romans
under the Empire. 8 vols. 3s. 60?. each.

Merriman's (H. S.) Flotsam : a Story of

the Indian Mutiny. 3s. Qd.

Mill's (J. S.) Political Economy. 3*. 6d.

Mill's
(
J. S.) System of Logic. 3*. 6d.

Milner's (Geo.) Country Pleasures: the

Chronicle of a year chiefly m a Garden.

3s. M.

Nansen's (F.) The First Crossing of

Greenland. With 142 Illustrations and
a Mail. &.6d.

Phillipps-Wolley's (C.) Snap: a Legend
of the Lone Mountain. With 13 Illus-

trations. 3s. Qd.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Orbs Around Us.

3s. 6rf.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Expanse of Heaven.

3s. 6d.

Proctor's (R. A.) The Moon. 3s. 6cZ.

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Worlds than

Ours. 3s. M.

Praetor's (R. A.) Our Place among Infi-

nities: a Series ot Essays contrasting
our Little Abode in Space and Time
with the Infinities around us. 3s. ft/.

Proctor's (R. A.) Other Suns than
Ours. 3s. Qd.

Proctor's (R. A.) Light Science for

Leisure Hours. Fii.st Smus. 3s. tW.

Proctor's (R. A.) Rough Ways made
Smooth. 3*. M.

Proctor's (R. A.) Pleasant Ways In

Science. 3s. f>d.

Proctor's (R. A.) Myths and Marvels
of Astronomy. 3s. (Id

Proctor's (R. A.) Nature Studies. 3s. 6rf.

Proctor's (R. A.) Leisure Readings. K\

R, A. PROCTOR, EDWARD OLODD,
ANDREW WILSON, THOMAS FOSTER,
and A. C. RANYARD. With I Illustra-

tions. 3*. 6d.

Rossetti's (Maria F.) A Shadow of Dante.
3s. U.

Smith's (R. Boaworth) Carthage and the

Carthaginians. With Maps, Plans, etc.

3s. 6d.

Stanley's (Bishop) Familiar History of

Birds. With 160 Illustrations. 3. 6rf.

Stephen's (Leslie) The Playground of

Europe (The Alps). With 4 Illustra-

tions. 3s. Qd.

Stevenson's (R. L.) The Strange Case of

Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde; with other

Fables. 3s. 6d.

Stevenson (R. L.) and Osbourne's (LI.)
The Wrong Box. 3s. 6d.

Stevenson (Robt. Louis) and Stevenson's

(Fanny van de Grift) More New Arabian

Nights. The Dynamiter. 3s. 6/J.

Trevelyan's (Sir G.O.) The Early History
of Charles James Fox. 3s. M.

Weyman's (Stanley J.) The House of

the Wolf: a Romance. 3s. Qd.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Petland Revisited.

With 33 Illustrations. 3s. 6tt

Wood's (Rev. -J. G.) Strange Dwellings.
With 60 Illustrations. 3s. 6d.

Wood's (Rev. J. G.) Out of Doors. With
11 Illustrations. 3s. 6d.
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Cookery, Domestic

Acton.-MODERN COOKERY. By
ELIZA ACTON. With 150 Woodcuts.

Fcp. 8vo, 4s. U.

Angwm. - SIMPLE HINTS ON
CHOICE OF FOOD, with Tested and
Economical Recipes. For Schools,
Homes and Classes tor Technical In-

struction. By M. C. ANGWFN, Diplo-
mats {First Class) of the National Union
tor the Technical Training of Women,
etc. Crown Svo, Is.

Ashby.-HEALTH IN THE NUR-
SERY. By HENRY ASHBY, MD.,
F.R.C.P. With 25 Illustrations. Cr.

8vo, 3*. net.

Bull (THOMAS, M.D.).

HINTS TO MOTHERS ON THE
MANAGEMENT OF THEIR
HEALTH DURING THE PERIOD
OF PREGNANCY. Fcp. 8vo,

sewed, Is. 6rf.
, cloth, gilt edges, 2s.

net.

THE MATERNAL MANAGEMENT
OF CHILDREN IN HEALTH AND
DISEASE. Fcp. 8vo, sewed, Is. U. ;

cloth, gilt edges, 2^. net.

De Sails (MRS.).

CAKES AND CONFECTIONS A LA
MODR. Fcp. 8vo, Is. Qd.

DOGS A Manual for Amateurs. Fcp.

8vo, Is. 6d.

DRESSED GAME AND POULTRY
A LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo, Is. M.

DRESSED VEGETABLES A LA
MODE. Fcp. 8vo, Is. ML

DRINKS A LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo,

Is. 6rf.

ENTREES X LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo,
1*. 6rf.

FLORAL DECORATIONS. Fcp. 8vo,
Is. 6d.

Management, etc.

De Sails (MRS ) continued.

GARDENING A LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo,

Part [., Vegetables, Is. 6dL Part II
,

Fruits, Is. Qd.

NATIONAL VIANDS X LA MODE
Fcp. 8vo, la. M.

NEW-LAID EGGS. Fcp. 8vo, Is. d,

OYSTERS A LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo,
Is. 6d.

PUDDINGS AND PASTRY A LA
MODE. Fcp. 8vo, Is. U.

SAVOURIES A LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo,
Is. 8d.

SOUPS AND DRESSED FISH X LA
MODE. Fcp. 8vo, Is. 6d

SWEETS AND SUPPER DISHES A
LA MODE. Fcp. 8vo, Is. W.

TEMPTING DISHES FOR SMALL
INCOMES. Fcp. 8vo, Is. U.

WRINKLES AND NOTIONS FOR
EVERY HOUSEHOLD Crown 8vo,
Is. Qd.

Lear. MAIGRE COOKERY. By H.
L. SIDNEY LEAR. 16mo, 2s.

Mann (B. B.).

LIVERPOOL SCHOOL OF COOKERY
RECIPE BOOK. Crown 8vo, Is. 6d.

MANUAL OF THE PRINCIPLES OF
PRACTICAL COOKERY. Crown

8vo, Is.

Poole.-COOKERY FOR THE DIA-
BETIC. By W. H. and Mrs. POOLB.
With Preface by Dr. PAVY. Fcp. 8vo,

2s. M.

Eotheram. - HOUSEHOLD COOK-
ERY RECIPES. ByM. A. ROTHERAM,
First Class Diplomee, National Training
School of Cookery, London

;
Instructress

to the Bedfordshire County Council,

Crown 8vo, 2s.
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The Fine Arts and Music.

Burns and Colenso. LIVING
ANATOMY. By CECIL L. BURNS,
R.B.A., and ROBERT J. COLENSO, M A.,

M.D. 40 Plates, 11 f
x 8 ins., each

Plate containing Two Figures- -() A
Natmal Male or Female Figme ; (b) The
same Figure Anatomised. In a Portfolio.

7s. 6d. net.

Hamlin.-A TEXT-BOOK OF THE
HISTORY OF ARCHITECTURE By
A. D. F. HAMLIN, A.M With 229

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 75. &d.

Haweis(Rev. H. R.).

MUSIC AND MORALS. With Portrait

of the Author, and Numerous Illus-

trations, Facsimiles and Diagrams,
Crown 8vo, 6.s. net.

MY MUSICAL LIFE. With Portrait

of Richard Wagner and 3 Illustra-

tions. Crown 8vo, 6s. net.

Huish, Head and Longman.
SAMPLERS AND TAPESTRY EM-
BROJ DERIES. By MARCUS B. HuibH,
LL.B

,
also 'The Stitchery ot the

Same,' by Mrs. HEAD, and 'Foreign

Samplers,' by Mrs. C. J. LONGMAN.
With 30 Reproductions in Colour and
40 Illustrations m Monochrome. 4to,

2 2s net.

Hullah.-THE HISTORY OF MO-
DERN MUSIC. By JOHN HULLAH.

8vo, 8s. 6d.

Kingsley.-A HISTORY OF FRENCH
ART, 1100-1899. By ROSE G. KINGSLEY.

8vo, 12s. Qd. net.

Macfarren. -LECTURES ON HAR-
MONY. By Sir G. A. MACFARREN.

8vo, 12s.

Matthay. - PIANOFORTE TONE
PRODUCTION. By Professor TOBIAS
MATTHAY.

Morris (WILLIAM).

HOPES AND FEARS FOR ART. Five

Lectures delivered in Birmingham,
London, etc., m 1878-1881. Crown

8vo, 4s. 6d.

Morris (WILLIAM) continued.

AN ADDRESS DELIVERED AT THE
DISTRIBUTION OF PRIZES TO
STUDENTS OF THE BIRMING-
HAM MUNICIPAL SCHOOL OF
ART ON 21sT FEBRUARY, 1894.

8vo, 2?. M net.

ART AND THE BEAUTY OF THE
EARTH. A Lecture delivered at

Burslem Town Hall on 13th October,
1881. 8vo, 2* Qd. net.

SOME HINTS ON PATTERN -DE-
SIGNTNG a Lecture delivered at

the Working Men's College, London,
on 10th December, 1881. 8vo, 2s. 6d.

net.

ARCHITECTURE AND HISTORY,
AND WESTMINSTER ABBEY. Two
Papers read belore the Society for the

Protection of Ancient Buildings, 1884

and 1893. 8vo, 2s. Qd. net.

ARTS AND CRAFTS ESSAYS BY
MEMBERS OF THE ARTS AND
CRAFTS EXHIBITION SOCIETY.
With a Preface by WILLIAM MORRIS.
Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. net.

Richter.-LECTURES ON THE NA-
TIONAL GALLERY. By J. P. RICHTBR.
With 20 Plates and 7 Illustrations in

the Text. Crown 4to, 9s.

Van Dyke.-A TEXT-BOOK ON THE
HISTORY OF PAINTING. By JOHN
C. VAN DYKE. With 110 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 6s.

Willard.-HISTORY OF MODERN
ITALIAN ART. By ASHTON ROLLINS
WiLLAKi) With Photogravure Frontis-

piece and 28 full-page Illustrations. 8vo,
18s. net.

Wellington.-A DESCRIPTIVE AND
HISTORICAL CATALOGUE OF THE
COLLECTIONS OF PICTURES AND
SCULPTURE AT APSTJEY HOUSE,
LONDON. By EVELYN, Duchess of

Wellington. Illustrated by 52 Photo-

Engravings, specially executed by
BRAUN, CLKMENT & Co., of Paris. 2
vols. Royal 4to, 6 6s. net.
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works.

Bagehot.-LITERARY STUDIES.
WALTER BAGBHOT. With Portrait. 3

vols. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6rf. each

Baker.-EDUCATION AND LIFE

Papers and Addresses. By JAMES H.

BAKER, M.A. 5
LL.D. Crown 8vo, 4s. Qd.

Barmg-Gould.-CURIOUS MYTHS
OF TUB MIDDLE AGES. By Rev. S.

BARING-GOULD. Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d.

Baynes. SHAKESPEARE STUDIES,
and other Essays. By the late THOMAS
SPENCER, BAYNES, LL.B., LL.D. With
a Biographical Preface by Professor

LEWIS CAMPBELL. Crown 8vo, Is.
n '

Boyd (A.K.H.) ( A.K.H.B.').
AUTUMN HOLIDAYS OF A
COUNTRY PARSON. Crown 8vo,
35. U.

COMMONPLACE PHILOSOPHER.
Crown 8vo, 3$. Gd,

CRITICAL ESSAYS OP A COUNTRY
PARSON, Crown 8vo, 2s. 6</.

EAST COAST BAYS AND ME-
MORIES. Crown 8vo, 3.s. Qd.

LANDSCAPES, CHURCHES AND
MORALITIES. Crown 8vo, 3s. U.

LEISURE HOURS IN TOWN. Crowii

8vo, 3s. 6rf.

LESSONS OF MIDDLE AGE. Crown

8vo, 3s. 6rf.

OUR LITTLE LIFE. Two Series.

Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. each.

OUR HOMELY COMEDY : AND
TRAGEDY. Crown 8vo, 3s. Gd.

RECREATIONS OF A COUNTRY
PARSON. Three Series. Crown 8vo,

3s. Qd. each.

Butler (SAMUEL).

EREWHON. Crown8vo,6*.

THE AUTHORESS OF THE ODYS-
SEY, WHERE AND WHEN SHE
WROTE, WHO SHE WAS, THE
USE SHE MADE OF THE ILIAD,
AND HOW THE POEM GREW
UNDER HER HANDS. With 14

Illustrations. 8vo, 10s. 64.

Butler (SAMUEL) continued.

THE ILIAD OF HOME Ft. Freely
rendered into English Prose tor the

use of those that cannot read the

original. Crown 8vo, 7s. Qd.

THE ODYSSEY. Rendered into Eng-
lish Prose for the use of those who
cannot read the original. With 4

Maps and 7 Illustrations. 8vo, 7*- Qd.

SHAKESPEARE'S SONNETS. Recon-

sidered, and in part Rearranged, with

Introductory Chapters and a Reprint
of the Original 1609 Edition. 8vo.

105. Gd.

Charities Begister,THE ANNUAL,
AND DIGEST

; being a Classified Re-

gister of Charities in or available in the

Metropolis. With an Introduction by
C. S. LOCH, Secretary to the Council of

the Charity Organisation Society, Lon-
don. 8vo, 4s.

Dickinson.-KING ARTHUR IN
CORNWALL. By W. HOWSHIP DICK-

INSON, M.D. With 5 Illustrations.

Crown 8vo, 45. Qd.

Evans.-THE ANCIENT STONE IM-

PLEMENTS, WEAPONS AND ORNA-
MENTS OF GREAT BRITAIN. By
Sir JOHN EVANS, K.C.B. With 537
Illustrations. 8vo, 28s.

Exploded Ideas, AND OTHER
ESSAYS. By the Author of ( Times and

Days'. Crown 8vo, 5s.

Haggard. -A FARMER'S YEAR:
being his Commonplace Book for 1898.

By H. RIDER HAGGARD. With 36

Illustrations by G. LEON LITTLB and 3

others. Crown 8vo, 7s. Qd. net.

Hodgson.-OUTCAST ESSAYS AND
VERSE TRANSLATIONS. By SHAD-
WORTH H. HODGSON, LL.D. Grown 8vo,

Hoenig.-INQUIRIES CONCERNING
THE TACTICS OF THE FUTURE.
By FRITZ HOENIG. With 1 Sketch in

the Text and 5 Maps. Translated by
Captain H. M. BOWER. 8vo, 15s. net
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Miscellaneous ^nd Critical Works continued.

Jefferies (RICHAHD)

FIELD AND HEDGEROW. With
Portrait. Crown 8vo, 3<? 6tf

'

THE STORY OF MY HEART my
Autobiogiaphy. With Portrait and
New Pretace by 0. J. LONGMAN.
Crown 8vo, 3*. 6d.

RED DEER. With 17 Illustrations by
J. CHART/TON and H. TUNALT
Crown 8vo, 3* Qd

T11E TOILERS OF THE FIELD. With
Portrait from the Bust m Salisbury
Cathedral Crown 8vo, 3s U

WOOD MAGIC a Fable. With Fron-

tispiece and Vignette by E. V. B.

Ciown 8vo, 3* M

Jekyll (GERTBUDB).

HOME AND GARDEN Notes and

Thoughts, Practical and Critical, ot a

Worker in both With 53 Illustra-

tions from Photographs by the Author.

8vo, 10s. 6d net.

WOOD AND GARDEN . Notes and

Thoughts, Practical and Critical, of a

Working Amateur. With 71 Photo-

graphs 8vo, 10s Qd. net.

Johnson ( J. & J H
).

THE PATENTEE'S MANUAL a

Treatise on the Law and Practice of

Letters Patent. 8vo, 105. 6d

AN EPITOMH] OF THE LAW AND
PRACTICE CONNECTED WITH
PATENTS FOR INVENTIONS.
With a Reprint of the Patents Acts

ot 1883, 1885, 1886 and 1888. Crown

8vo, 2s. Qd.

Joyce -THE ORIGIN AND HISTORY
OF IRISH NAMES OF PLACES By
P. W JOYCE, LL.D. 2 vols. Crown

8vo, 5s. each.

Lang (ANDREW).

LETTERS TO DEAD AUTHORS.
Fcp. 8vo, 2s. M. net.

BOOKS AND BOOKMEN. With 2

Coloured Plates and 17 Illustrations.

Fcp 8vo, 2s. 6d. net.

OLD FRIENDS. Fcp. 8vo, 2s. M. net

L&ng (ANDREW) unlimited

LETTERS ON LITERATURE. Fcp.
8vo, 2j> M net

ESSAYS IN LITTLE With Portrait

of the Author Crown 8vo, 2?. Qd

COCK LANE AND COMMON-SENSE
Crown Hvo, 3s 6d.

THE BOOK OF DREAMS AND
GHOSTS Crown 8vo, 3< firf.

Madden --THE D1AUY OF MASTER
WILLIAM SILENCE a Study ot

Shakespeare and Elizabethan Sport.

By the Right Hon D. H MADDEN,
Vice-Chancellor of the Umveibity ot

Dublin 8vo, 1&

Mar yon. -HOW THE GARDEN
GREW. By MAUD MARYON. With 4

Illustration:* by GORDON BOWNB. Ci.

8vo, 5s net.

Matthews (BRANDKR)

NOTES ON SPEECH-MAKING. Fcp.

8va, Is. M net.

THE PHILOSOPHY OF THE SHORT
STORY. Fcp. 8vo, la. M.

Max Muller (The Bight Hon F
)

CHIPS FROM A GERMAN WORK-
SHOP. Vol. I. Recent Essays and

Addresses. Crown 8vo, 5s.

Vol II. Biographical Essays. Crown

8vo, 55.

Vol III. Essays on Language and

Literature Crown 8vo, 5s.

Vol. IV Es.says on Mythology and

Folk Lore. Crown 8vo, 6*.

INDIA : WHAT CAN IT TEACH US ?

Crown 8vo, 5>.

CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE SCIENCE
OF MYTHOLOGY. 2 vols. 8vo, 82s.

Milner. - COUNTRY PLEASURES :

the Chronicle of a Year chiefly m a

Garden. By GEORGE MILNER. Crown

8vo, 35. M.

Morris.-SIGN 8 OF CHANGE. Seven

Lectures delivered on various Occasions.

By WILLIAM MORRIS. Post 8vo, 4s. 6d.
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Miscellaneous and Critical Works continued.

Pollock. JANE AUSTEN her Con- Stephena. HIGHER LIFE
temporaries and Herself Au Essay in

"" ~

Criticism. By WALTEK HERRIKS POL*-

ijOCK. Crown 8vo, 3*. Qd. net.

Poore (GuuEoE VIVIAN, M.D.
),

ESSAYS ON RURAL HYGIENE.
With 13 Illustrations.

6,7. 5d
Crown 8vo,

THE DWELLING HOUSE. With 36
Illustrations Crown 8vo, 35. Qd

Rossetti.-A SHADOW OF DANTE :

hems an Essay towards studying Him-
self, Ins World, and Jus Pilgrimage
By MARIA FRANCBSCA ROSSKTTI With

Frontispiece by DANTB GAIUUEL Ros-
SBTTI. Crowu 8vo, 8s Qd.

Soulsby (LUCY H. M.).

STRAY THOUGHTS ON READING.
Fcp 8vo, 2s. Qd. net.

STRAY THOUGHTS FOR GIRLS.
16mo, Is. (yd. net.

STRAY THOUGHTS FOR MOTHERS
AND TEACH BRS. Fcp. 8vo,
2s. to. net.

STRAY THOUGHTS FOR IN VALIDS.
16mo, 26'. net.

STRAY THOUGHTS ON CHARAC-
TER. Fcp 8vo, 2s. 6d. net

Southey.-THE CORRESPONDENCE
OF ROBERT SOUTHEY WITH
CAROLINE BOWLES. Edited, with
an Introduction, by EDWARD DOWDEN
T

8vo, 146.

4 ..__ FOR
WORKING PEOPLE . its Hmdram-o.s
Discussed. An attempt to solve some

pressing Social Problems, without in-

justice to Capital or Labour. By W,
WALKBR STEPHENS. Or 8vo, 3<s 6rf.

Stevens. ON THE STOWAGE OF
SHIPS ANDTHEIRCARdOKS With
Intonnatiou regarding Freights, Char-
ter- Fattier, etc By ROBKKT WHIFK
STEVENS 8vo, 2s.

Sutherland. TWENTIETH CEN-
TURY INVENTIONS. A FORECAST.

By GEORGE SUTHERLAND, M.A. Ciown
8vo, 4s, tjd. net.

Turner and Sutherland. Til E
DEVELOPMENT OF AUSTRALIAN
UTEKATURE. By HENRY GYLKS
TURNER and ALEKA.NUKE SUTHERLAND.
With Poi traits and Illustrations. Crown
8vo, 5,s

Warwick. PROGRESS INWOMEN 'S

EDUCATION IN THE BRITISH
EM I'l KK bpinjf the Report of fonfer-

ences ami a Congress held in connection

with the Educational Section, Victorian

Era Exhibition. Edited by the COUN-
TE88 OP WARWICK. Crown 8vo, 6s

Weathers.-A PRACTICAL GUIDE
TO GARDEN PLANTS. By JOHN
WEATHERS, F.R.H.S., late Assistant-

Secretary to the Royal Horticultural

Society, formerly ot the Uo) al Gardens,

Kew, etc. With 159 Diagrams. 8vo,
21. net.LL.E

Miscellaneous Theological Works.
%* For Ghwrch qf JSngland and Roman Cat/wlic Works see MBS8RS. LONGMANS & Co.'s

Balfour. THE FOUNDATIONS OF
BBMEF . being Notes Introductory to

the Sdy of Theology. By the Right

Hon,.JLRTHUK
J. BALFOUR, M.P. 8vo,

Boyd (A. K. p.) (' A.K.H.B.').

COUNSEL AND COMFORT FROM A
CITY PULPIT. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d

SUNDAY AFTERNOONS IN THE
PARISH CHURCH OF A SCOTTISH
UNIVERSITY CITY. Crown 8vo,
3$. Qd.

Boyd (A. K. H.) (' A.K.H.B, ')-cont.

CHANGED ASPECTS OF UN-
CHANGED TRUTHS. Crown 8vo,
3^. 6rf.

GRAVER THOUGHTS OF A COUN-
TRY PARSON. Three Series Cr.

8vo, 35. 6rf. each.

PRESENT DAY THOUGHTS. Crown
8vo, 3s. 6d.

SEASIDE MUSINGS. Cr. 8vo, 3s. U.
'TO MEET THE DAY' through the

Christian Year, being a Text of

Scripture, with an Original Medita-
tion and a Short Selection in Verse

for
every Day. Crown 8jo, 4s, 6rf.



40 LONGMANS AND COSS STANDARD AND GENERAL WORKS.

Miscellaneous Theological Works continned.

Campbell.-RELIGION IN GREEK
LITERATURE By the ivrv LEWIS
CAMPUS,, M.A., LL.D., Emeritus
Proh>syn ot Greek, University of St.

Andrews. 8vo, 15*.

Davidson. THEISM, as Grounded in

Human Nature, Historically and Critic-

ally Handled Being the Hurnett
Lntim'b for 18JV2 and 1803, dolivpu'd at

AlH'i.lu.-n By W. L. DAVID&ON, M,A,,
I,LD 8vo, 15s,

Gtibaon - TLIEABBK*DELAM.ENNAIS
AND THE LIBERAL OATHOLIO
MOVEMENT IN FRANCE By the

Ifon, W GIBSON. With Portrait

Kvo, 126 Qd.

Lane -MODERN MYTHOLOGY a

Reply to Professor Max Muller By
ANUR.W LANQ. 8vo, 9s.

MacDonald (GpoaaE).

UNSPOKEN SERMONS Three Series.

Crown 8vo, 3s Qd. cat h.

THE MIRACLES OF OUR LORD
Crown 8vo, 3*. 6U

Martineau (JAMES).

HOURS OF THOUGHT ON SACKED
THINGS Sermons, 2 Vols. Or.

8vo, 3y. 6aJ. eauh.

FNDEAVOURy AFTER THE
CHRISTIAN LIFE. Discourses

Crown 8vo, Is. Qd.

THE SEAT OF AUTHORITY IN
RELIGION. 8vo,14s.

ESSAYS, REVIEWS, AND ADDRES-
SES. 4 vols. Cr. 8vo, 7* &d each.

HOME PRAYERS, with Two Services

for Public Worship. Or. 8vo, 3s. 6d

Max Muller (P.).

THE SIX SYSTEMS OF INDIAN
PHILOSOPHY, 3vo, 1&.

30,000/4/01.

Max Muller (F.) continued.

CONTRIBUTIONS TO THE SCIENCE
OF MYTHOLOGY. 2 vols. 8vo,

THE ORIGIN AND GROWTH OF
RELIGION, as illustrated by the

Religions ot Indu The Hibbert

Lectures, delivered <it the Chapter
House, Westminster Abliey, in 1878.

Crown 8\o, 5s.

INTRODUCTION" 10 THE SC1ENCU
OF RELIGION Four Lectures de-

livered at the Rojal Institution. Cr.

8vo, 5s,

NATURAL RELIGION The Oifford

Lectures, delivered befoie the Uni-

vcihity of Glasgow in 1888 Crown
8vo, 5*.

PHYSICAL RELIGION. The Glfford

J^ectures, delivered before the Uni-

versity ot Glasgow in 1890. Crown

8vOj 5s.

ANTHROPOLOGICAL RELIGION.
The Gittoid Lectures, delivered before

the University of Glasgow in 1891.

Crown 8vo, 5s.

THEOSOPHY; or, PSYCHOLOGICAL
RELIGION, The Gitlord Lectures,

delivered before the Unwraity of

Glasgow in 1892. Ciowu 8vo, 5*.

Jf'
THREE LECTURES ONf THE
VEDANTA PHILOSOPHYJllivered
at the Royal Institutiojsrm March,
1894. Crown 8vo, 5i-

RAMAK/e/SH^A . Hi! Idfe and Say-

ings. Crown 8vo, 5^.

Romanes.-THOUGTITS ON RELI-
GION. By GEORGE J ROMANES, LL.D..

F,R.S, Crown 8vo, 4, W.










